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CHAPTEE I. 

"Madame," said the Abb6, delicately in- 
* haling a pinch of snuff, "I think I have 
M found a post for M. Ludovic." 

The Duchess laid together the tips of her 
fingers and looked appealingly into the 
Abba's face. 

"You are aware, madame, that the 
Marquis de la Ferronni^re is about to 
proceed to Felsenheim upon a special 
mission ? " 

The lady smiled and nodded. "The 
Princess D6sir6e," she remarked. 

" Precisely ; the Princess D6sir6e. Now, 
it is necessary that M. de la Ferronni^re, 
who has never acquired the German tongue. 
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should take with him some thoroughly trust- 
worthy interpreter. It is also necessary 
that he should not take with him any young 
man of — how shall we say ? — of romantically 
monarchical principles, who might, in a hot- 
headed moment, be tempted to take sides 
in the critical matters now pending in that 
Grand Duchy." 

The Duchess nodded again. " The 
Princess," she observed, "has, I under- 
stand, attractions." 

"All princesses," the Abb6 oracularly 
replied, "have attractions for the young, 
the romantic, and the hot-headed. But we 
may surely hope that the opinions — the 
lamentable opinions — of M. Ludovic de 
Saintr6 will protect him against them. 
There is, happily, no danger of his establish- 
ing a republic in Felsenheim." 

"And M. de la Ferronni^re," pursued 
the Duchess, " is a man of the best world. 
I will speak to my nephew and to my 
husband, and I am infinitely obliged to you, 
M. rAbb6, for your kindness." 

She extended to him a pretty and slender 
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hand, which had retained its air of youth 
even better than her face. 

The Duchess of Aurillac was at this time 
forty-seven years old, having been born 
with the century, just twenty years later 
than the Duke, and foiu* years earlier than 
her elder stepson. This stepson, after sur- 
viving his brother, had lately died un- 
married, and as the present Duchess was 
childless, two hitherto disregarded nephews 
had sprung into importance. One of these, 
Edmond, was a young man of an ordinary 
pattern enough, but his cousin, Ludovic, 
the son, unfortunately, of the elder brother, 
was an eccentric and a philosopher, as his 
Mher had been before him. He had been 
educated in odd lands, had visited America, 
studied in England and in Germany, and 
had acquired a tincture of republicanism, 
regrettable and vulgar at all times, but 
positively dangerous, his aunt considered, 
in the year 1847 and in Paris. She 
preached to Ludovic (whom personally she 
greatly preferred to Edmond) a little sermon 
upon his duties as a De Saintr^ in the 
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present, and a possible Duke of Amillac in 
the future. The young man, who had a 
pleasant temper in spite of his austere 
principles, listened with affectionate polite- 
ness, and replied, very properly, that his 
aunt was too good, and that, if it would 
give her any pleasure, he would go 
with the Marquis de la Ferronni^re to 
Felsenheim. 

As to his general opinions, they, no 
doubt, were as much modified by her 
sage advice as the opinions of two-and- 
twenty usually are by the wisdom of forty- 
seven. 

• •••••• 

Thus it came to pass that, on an evening 
in the month of April, Ludovic de Saintr6 
found himself arriving, as one of a consider- 
able cavalcade, at the ancient German city 
of Hohenstein, the capital of the remote 
Grand Duchy of Felsenheim. 

Ludovic was himself a young gentleman 
of excellent exterior, of smooth manners, 
and, as he supposed, of settled and experi- 
enced cynicism. In spite, however, of his 



THE PBINCESS D^lSIBiE. 5 

resolved world-weariness, the town de- 
lighted him; it was steep and stony and 
mediaeval — the setting for a Hugoesque 
drama. 

" But, alas ! " he reflected, as he carefully 
surveyed the set of his cravat before 
descending to supper with the Marquis, 
"the days of romance are over, and our 
errand here is but the parade of notifying 
a prosaic royal marriage between two 
prosaic persons whose fitness for each other 
resides solely in a balance of rank and 
fortune." 

The meal was somewhat hurried, for the 
Marquis had to present himself that even- 
ing to the Prince Regent of Felsenheim. 
The assistance of Ludovic not being re- 
quired on this occasion, he sauntered forth 
into the quaint old streets, where he had not 
traversed a dozen turnings before he came 
face to face with a swaggeringly uniformed 
young Teuton, who, on beholding him, 
stopped short, smote his thigh, and 
exclaimed : " De Saintr6 ! Ludovic de 
Saintr6 ! " 
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De Saintrd, stopping short in his turn, 
joyfully responded : *' Kurt von Kleist ! " 

After which they embraced each other 
cordially, and with excellent dramatic 
effect. 

*' And what brings you here ? " Von Kleist 
asked, passing an arm through his friend's 
and walking beside him. 

"The Marquis de la Ferronni^re." 

" Aha ! The French envoy ? About the 
French marriage for the Princess." 

*'So I presume." 

"A French dukedom and security for 
her ; Felsenheim and security for us." 

"Who— us?" De Saintr^ asked, smil- 
ing. 

" The Regent, Prince Friedrich Karl, next 
in succession, whom I have the honour to 
serve." 

"What? You are established here in 
permanence ? " 

"Such permanence as the politics of 
Felsenheim allow. Of course, the old 
Grand Duke may die any day, and 
stability will depend a little upon 
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whether the girl is definitely disposed of 
first." 

"I am so ignorant of all these matters. 
The fact is, I hardly know who the Princess 
is — ^grand-daughter, isn't she, of the present 
Grand Duke ? " 

'* Grand-daughter ; only child of Sigis- 
mund Amadeus, heir-apparent and Duke 
of Langenbruck, who died nineteen years 
ago. Her mother was an English princess, 
and the girl has been largely brought up 
in England. She is none the better liked 
for that." 

" And the Prince Kegent ? " 

'* Is her uncle, with children growing 
up of his own. He has been Regent 
for the last five years and practically 
Prime Minister for twenty. He knows 
the people, the place, the politics. And 
now here comes a chit of barely twenty, 
with her head crammed full of foreign 
eccentricities, and she to be ruler of 
Felsenheim ! It would be madness to 
allow it." 

'*But she appears to be the next heir," 
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De Saintr^ observed. It was a strange re- 
mark for a professed republican. 

" Tut, tut ! " returned Von Kleist. " There 
ought to be a Salic law in Felsenheim, but 
as there isn't, we must turn another to 
account. The Princess D6sir6e — what a 
name when no one desired her ! — has 
a large private fortune. France, which 
doesn't in the least want Felsenheim, 
and wouldn't know what to do with 
it, wants wealthy spouses for its junior 
royalties ; and there is a law in Felsen- 
heim that a princess loses her right 
of succession if she marries a foreign 
potentate." 

*' But the Due de Toulouse is not a foreign 
potentate." 

Kurt von Kleist looked at his friend and 
winked. 

"Have you forgotten," he said gravely, 
" that the Duke is, by right of his mother, 
Prince of Etruria ? " 

" Prince of Etruria ! Quelle farce ! " 

" The principality of Etruria," Kurt con- 
tinued, with an undisturbed countenance, "is 
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unquestionably an independent sovereignty, 
its Prince having the rights of coinage, 
taxation, octroi, and so forth. Sovereignty, 
my dear De Saintrd, is not a question of 
dimension or of revenue." 

Ludovic de Saintr6 stood still in a subur- 
ban highway of Hohenstein and burst into a 
great roar of laughter. 

" Oh, your toy kingdoms ! " he exclaimed. 
"Your ninepin princes and princesses ! Why, 
such a tale as this will seem stranger to the 
men of the twentieth century than any 
mediaeval miracle." 

"You are a philosopher," Von Kleist 
replied good-humouredly, and appeared to 
think the retort suflScient. 

At that moment a low pony-carriage came 
briskly by. Von Kleist clapped his heels 
together and bestowed upon the ladies with- 
in it the most deferential of salutes. De 
Saintr^ saw the flutter of a veil and the 
momentary gleam of a pair of great grey 
eyes. 

" That was she," said Kurt. 

" She ? " the other repeated vaguely. 
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"Za princesse non-d^rSe,'' Von Kleist 
replied with a laugh, and the fastidious 
Ludovic winced a little, both at his accent 
and his sentiment. 
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CHAPTEE n. 

According to the customary hours of the 
Marquis de la Feiroimi^re, it was still very 
early when Ludovic, next morning, awoke, 
and observed in himself a singular interest 
in the subject of breakfast. The morning 
was bright and gay ; birds were singing with 
much vivacity, and distant sounds of speech 
and movement reached his ear. Clearly, 
Hohenstein was one of those rare spots in 
which it is sometimes worth while to rise 
early. He rose accordingly, and descended 
into a vast courtyard, where a man was 
cleaning boots and whistling, while a girl 
stood opposite to him and appeared to pelt 
him with heavy sarcasms. The girl carried 
a brace of milk-pails on a yoke. To her and 
to the milk-pails De Saintr6 addressed him- 
self. *'0h, yes," she said, assuming a 
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comparatively comprehensible form of the 
Grerman tongue, the gentleman could as- 
suredly have milk ; she was going to the 
kitchen, and would fetch a drinking- vessel. 
De Saintr6, however, followed her into a 
cool outer kitchen, and thence into a spacious, 
well-lighted inner one. Amazement fell up- 
on the four maids who were drinking coffee 
at one table, and upon the one who was 
cutting rye-bread at another. The milk- 
maiden explained, De Saintr6 smiled, and 
the prettiest of the coffee-drinkers sprang 
up to fetch him a glass. The bread-cutter, 
stepping aside, handed him a vast shallow 
basket, full of strangely contorted but most 
appetising rolls. He helped himself, drank 
a deep draught of the new milk, and strolled 
out, with a roll in each pocket, through the 
wide arch of the courtyard. 

He heard one of the girls say behind him : 
** J a wohl ! Wenn Der det'' Toulouser ware ! " 
The words set him thinking of the Princess, 
and helped perhaps to direct his feet into 
the road where he had walked yesterday 
with Von Kleist. Prolonging his wander- 
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ings, he passed beyond the thin-strung line 
of houses and emerged into a fine road 
ascending between trees. There was no 
fence, no wall ; the woodland began at the 
road's edge. By-and-by, he came to a shrine 
with a saint's picture under glass, a yellow 
speck of flame twinkling in a lamp before it, 
and a spray of apple-blossom, beginning to 
turn rusty at the rim, lying on the step of 
approach. He set his own foot on the step 
and stood looking. All this unknown country 
had a fairyland touch, and spoke strangely 
to the imagination. He half looked for an 
old woman to hobble up, ask for assistance, 
and, by way of thanks, send him onward 
with ears opened to the language of the birds. 
A cart came jangling down the road. Bells 
were on the bright harness, and the driver's 
dress was gay ; copper milk-cans flashed in 
the cart behind him. He called out some 
sort of greeting ; Ludovic waved his hand 
and walked on again, while the tinkling of 
the bells died away behind him. 

Half a mile farther on, he came to a 
fountain and a couple of stone benches. 
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The trees were a little cut away here, so 
that the sun shone full upon the seats, and 
upon the pavement between them. And 
behold, upon the nearer bench, there was 
indeed an old woman sitting. She wore a 
white frilled cap, and a muffling black head- 
cloth ; her face was brown and wrinkled as 
a walnut; her little twinkling eyes were 
black and keen ; at her feet rested a 
covered basket, and her hands were prop- 
ped on a crutched stick. De Saintr6 
drew near, smiling at this fulfilment of his 
fancy. 

" Good-morning, Miitterchen,'' said he. 

The wrinkles expanded and deepened 
round her toothless mouth. 

" E% ei ! " she said, nodding ; " a blessed 
morning." 

He sat down at the other end of the 
bench, and contemplated her kindly. Her 
quick little eyes surveyed him from head to 
foot. Then, nodding again : " A stranger ? " 
she remarked. 

De Saintr6 assented. 

She looked at him again, and then inquired 
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what brought him to Felsenheim; was it 
pleasure ? 

** No, not precisely." 

" Perhaps business ? " 

But De Saintr^'s principles would not per- 
mit him to dignify with the name of business 
the interpretation of civilities respecting 
an absolutely insignificant royal marriage. 
Therefore he said again: "No, not precisely". 

The old woman wagged her head several 
times. 

^^ Also, ein Frdvlmi^' she said, with an 
air of triumphant discovery. 

And, since it was undeniable that a young 
lady was, in the strictest sense, the cause 
of his presence in Felsenheim, Ludovic could 
but laugh and say ** Yes ". 

"And you, mother," he added, after he 
had sat for another minute in silence, " you, 
I suppose, live here ? " 

She pointed away into the trees, and 
answered that she lived at a farm over there 
— a widow with two sons. 

"Have you been into the town?" the 
young man asked. 
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"No, no; to the castle," she answered, 
turning her head towards the upward slope 
of the hill. 

"Is the castle up there?" De Saintr6 
asked with some interest. "The Grand 
Duke's castle ? " 

" Of course ; you must indeed be a stranger 
not to know that." 

" And the Princess — does she live there ? " 

" Of course she lives there." 

" And you have seen her ? " 

" Everybody in Hohenstein has seen her," 
she replied. "It is easy to see her ; but 
there is no getting speech with her." 

De Saintr6 perceived that some grievance 
underlay this observation. He looked at 
her with polite inquiry, and there was that 
about his face, as he thus looked, which 
would have drawn confidence from nine 
women out of ten. 

The old woman answered : " They have 
stopped me from pasturing my beasts on 
the heath ; they make me pay ; and Prince 
Sigismund, with his own mouth, promised 
me they should be free for ever. But 
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Prince Sigismund is in his grave these 
twenty years, and Friedrich " she stop- 
ped short, shrugged her shoulders, and 
spat upon the ground. 

" And you would have the Princess 
know ? " 

She nodded fiercely. 

"But if the Princess is going to marry, 
and go away " De Saintr6 began. 

"Ah, yes ; if " the old woman replied. 

Then she shut up her mouth tightly and 
refused to speak again. 

During their talk De Saintr6 had fumbled 
surreptitiously for a piece of money. A 
golden disk now lay in his hand, but in her 
sudden change of countenance she looked 
so forbidding that he dared not ofier it. A 
gloomy minute or two went by, in which 
the tinkle of the fountain was the only 
sound. 

*' Mother," said the young man in his 

pleasant voice, " I belong to the French 

ambassador, who came last night. It is 

probable that I may, some time, come to 

speech of the Princesg, and if I do, I will 

2 
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promise you to tell her of your trouble. 
But you must tell me your name." 

She eyed him meditatively, and then 
answered gravely : " My name is Ursel 
Brock, and my husband was a groom of 
Prince Sigismund's. But you must be care- 
ful. It is ill complaining against the biggest 
man in Felsenheim." 

"Who is the biggest man in Felsenheim?" 

'' Ei! Der Hohensteiner, Friedrich Kwrl^^ 
and she muttered something which did not 
appear to be precisely a benison upon the 
Prince Regent of Felsenheim. 

Then, rising stiffly, she said she must go 
home. De Saintr^ stooped quickly for her 
basket. It was light, the contents having 
been probably left at the castle. The cloth 
hung loose, and he slipped the gold piece 
beneath it unperceived. As he handed her 
the basket, she looked at him, no longer 
severely, but with something kindly and 
almost motherly. Then, as she settled it 
upon her arm, she said : " She is a happy 
woman, that Frdvlein. The saints give 
her grace to know her good fortune." 
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"Amen," said De Saintr6, smiling and 
amused. 

She hobbled off, and he, to change the 
view, crossed over to the other seat, and 
contemplated the landscape in the other 
direction. As he sat, letting his eyes rove 
hither and thither, they were caught by 
something unusual shining in a tuft of grass 
that grew against the end of the other seat. 
He looked more narrowly. Yes, there was 
something. He stepped across, raked the 
green leaves, and drew forth something 
hard, shining, golden — a locket, with a 
miniature on one side. Strangest of all, 
the miniature represented a face well known 
to him, the face of a yoimg English lady 
who had been married, about a year before, 
to one of his English friends. He sat star- 
ing at it, carried back to other days and 
another land. He had not yet begun to 
ponder upon the mystery of finding a 
portrait of Lady Cecily Strangways beside 
a roadside fountain in Felsenheim, when 
he became aware of figures approaching 
from the top of the hill. Two persons were 
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visible upon the road, a man and a woman. 
They came slowly, with bent heads ; they 
paused; now and again they stooped. They 
were looking for the locket. Quick as 
thought — nay, quicker than thought, for the 
action was qmte unreasoned — he slipped 
the jewel into his pocket; then, rising in- 
dolently, filled his hand at the fountain, 
drank, and turned upon his homeward way 
to the town. " Why," he asked himself as 
he walked, "why did I do that?" He 
found in himself no answer, still less any 
sort of compunction, only an instinctive re- 
solve that the giving back of that locket 
should be a deliberate act of his own, not 
a chance question and deliverance on the 
highway of Felsenheim. 

He stepped in alertly to breakfast, and 
found the old Marquis just sitting down. 
The Marquis was the most formal and 
guarded of diplomatists, who by a lifelong 
abstention from any utterance of import- 
ance, had come to be regarded in the world 
as the depositary of enormously important 
secrets. Ludovic de Saintr^, with his re- 
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prehensible want of reverence for authority 
as such, had already begun to suspect hun 
both of ignorance and of stupidity. But it 
must be owned that he had the diplomatic 
air in its highest perfection. 

It was now eleven in the morning, and 
as Dupont, the Marquis's confidential at- 
tendant, removed the cover from a dish of 
the famous Felsenheim trout, his master 
asked him : " Any news in the town this 
morning, Dupont?" 

" Her Highness the Princess D^sir^e has 
lost a jewel, M. le Marquis." 

^' Ah ! a jewel ? " 

** A locket, Monsieur, with a portrait." 

**Ha! a portrait." 

" A portrait of a lady," added the discreet 
Dupont, handing De Saintr^'s plate. He 
lingered a moment for any further questions, 
and disappeared. 

De Saintr^ had received his plate without 
giving any sign, and when they were alone 
he still forbore to speak. A stubborn 
feeling was firm within him that in this 
matter he meant to take his own way, and 
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the first step was clearly to make sure of 
his own as yet unascertained desires. The 
Marquis, as he ate his breakfast, delivered 
with great urbanity a number of empty 
observations, to which Ludovic was able to 
reply without any great expense of attention, 
while he continued to consider the question 
of the locket. It became clear to him that 
what he wished was to restore it himself 
into the hands of the Princess. Quite as an 
afterthought it occurred to him that this 
desire must be due to a benevolent hope of 
pleading for Ursel Brock. 

When the trout had been despatched, and 
the Marquis was trifling with sweets and 
fruit, De Saintr6 said deferentially : "I would 
not interrupt your breakfast sooner, but / 
have the Princess's locket ". 

The Marquis laid down his fork. " How 

" he said; and the young man stated 

briefly where and how he had found it. 

The old gentleman nodded sagaciously. 

" This may be of importance," he remarked. 

De Saintr^ modestly intimated his desire 
of restoring the locket himself to the 
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Princess ; and added that the portrait was 
that of Lady Cecily Strangways, whose 
husband, Captain Anthony Strangways, was 
an old friend of his own. 

The Marquis looked at him with a smile 
of approval. 

**This it is," he said, "to have brought a 
man of family. You are right, M. de Saintre ; 
this introduction to the Princess may serve 
us. I will despatch a messenger at once ; 
and you will of course be in readiness to go 
at any minute her Highness may send for 

you." 
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CHAPTER m. 

It was three o'clock in the afternoon when 
Ludovic was ushered into the presence of 
the Princess. The room was long and had 
long windows giving on a balcony and com- 
manding a glorious view. A grey parrot, in 
a palatial cage, occupied one of them. Three 
ladies were present — one was young, one 
younger still, and one not young at all. The 
Princess D6sir6e Amadea of Felsenheim, 
who was of course the youngest of the trio, 
was a slim young creature, with a small and 
well-set head. Her hair was very dark, and 
was worn, according to the fashion of that 
day, in a bunch of curls on each side of her 
face. Her complexion, which was clear 
and without marked gradations of white 
and red, resembled the tint of a tea-rose, 
and her eyes, under her delicate dark brows, 
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were large and grey. Her features being 
squarer, her brows straighter, her mouth 
wider, though beautifiilly cut, and her chin 
more resolute than those held up for admira- 
tion by the Keepsakes and Books of Beauty 
of the period, it did not occur to Ludovic to 
consider her beautiful. 

He bowed profoundly and stood silent. 

"You have found me my locket, M. de 
Saintr^?" said the Princess. She spoke 
French, and spoke it well. 

" It has been my good fortune, your High- 
ness," he answered, and offered the locket 
on his open palm. 

She took it eagerly, and her face broke 
into a smile. 

" Thank you, thank you ! " she exclaimed. 
'* Where did you find it ? " 

He described the spot. 

" Ah, the wishing. well," said the Princess, 
her p^tty smile^retuming. " I insisted 
upon stopping to drink there last night. I 
trust, M. de Saintr6, that you tasted of it 
this morning ? " 

He made the necessary answer. 
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** It would have been a real grief to me if 
I had lost this portrait/' she went on, her 
eyes once more upon it. **It represents 
one of the dearest and oldest of my 
friends." 

**Lady Cecily Strangways," said De 
Saintr6. 

A flash leaped at him from the grey eyes. 

" You know her ? " she murmured. 

" Her husband is one of my dearest and 
oldest friends." 

"In England. You knew him in Eng- 
land ? " 

" Yes, in England." 

" Then you speak English ? " 

He bowed. 

"Oh, this is delightful!" cried the 
Princess, felling at once into her mother's 
tongue. 

She turned to the younger of her ladies, 
and, still speaking English, asked her, with 
minute directions, to fetch from her room 
another portrait of Lady Cecily. A shade 
of annoyance or suspicion seemed to pass 
over the face of the remaining lady, whose 
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countenance indeed was not at the best of 
times inviting. 

The Princess, speaking in tones singularly 
even, and idly turning her locket to and fro 
to catch the light on its edges, said : " Don't 
be startled, M. de Saintr^ ; don't shovir any 
surprise. This lady cannot understand us. 
You assure me, on your honour, that you 
are a ftiend of Anthony Strangways ? " 

"On my honour." 

" Then I trust you as I would trust him. 
I am in a cage here. I do not know that 
even my life is safe. They would let me 
free if I would marry — ^you know. Tell me, 
is your Duke a man worthy that I should 
give up for his sake the inheritance of my 
ancestors and the duties which my birth 
lays upon me ? " 

"He is not worthy," said De Saintr6 
simply. 

A swift glance thanked him. 

"May I count on your help to set me 
free ? " 

"To the death." 

" I must get free, but I will not go away. 
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I must be here and ready. I will send 
you a messenger and a letter. I must 
devise a plan. But oh, it will be easy 
now." 

She smiled and said softly: "The wish- 
ing-well has sent me a friend". 

That moment was perhaps the moment 
which sealed De Saintr6's fate. He had a 
wild desire to fall on his knees, to kiss her 
hands, to abound in protestations. What 
he did, however, was to bow formally and 
to say with admirable stolidity : " Your 
Highness may reckon on my fullest 
devotion ". 

"And M. de la Ferronni^re is not, I 
trust, too much fatigued by his journey ? " 
she proceeded in the same measured tone 
as before. "The Baroness of Kirschenau" 
— she turned to that severe lady — "is an 
old acquaintance of the Marquis, and longs 
to see him again — Je dis, Madame'' — and 
she addressed a polite translation to the 
Baroness, who grudgingly uttered a word 
or two of assent. 

The other lady now came back bringing 
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a portrait of Lady Cecily in her bridal 
dress. 

" I was at her wedding," said De Saintr6. 

"Alas! I was not," said the Princess. 

She was silent for a moment, and then 
said suddenly, with an indescribable under- 
tone of mischief: "M. de Saintr6, will you 
ask M. de la Ferronni^re why it is that the 
Duke of Toulouse has neither sent me a 
portrait of himself nor asked for one of 
me?" 

For an instant, but only for an instant, 
Ludovic was too much taken aback to find 
an answer. Then he said : " Your Highness 
cannot surely doubt either that his Royal 
Highness possesses your portrait, or that he 
will be honoured at hearing of your wish 
for his. I will deliver your Highnesses 
message, however, to M. le Marquis." 

" Pray do so," said the Princess D6sir6e. 
" I hope, M. de Saintr^, that you will come 
and see me again ; it is a great pleasure to 
me to hear of my friends in England." 

She held out her hand; he kissed it 
with most anti-republican fervour, and de- 
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parted in a dream. It was not until some 
hours later that he remembered his total 
forgetfulness of the affairs of Ursel Brock. 

The Prince Regent, Friedrich Karl, was 
giving a reception that evening at his palace 
in the middle of the town. Open cressets 
flared in front, and the light was reflected 
from the helmets and breast-plates of a 
double line of soldiers. 

*' A fine display," said the Marquis de la 
Ferronni^re to his companion as they as- 
cended the wide steps. But his companion's 
eyes and thoughts were not with the Prince 
Regent's cuirassiers. A carriage, showing 
the royal aims and liveries, was just draw- 
ing up. Within the door, the Frenchmen 
stood respectfully aside, and the Princess 
D6sir6e passed in, her train, as she turned, 
almost touching their feet. She did not 
look their way, but bowed a slight general 
acknowledgment of the salutes made to her. 
An attendant took off her cloak, and 
Ludovic had fancies about the moon emerg- 
ing from clouds. She was dressed in a 
plain white satin gown, and wore a puff of 
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soft white feathers in her hair ; the famous 
Felsenheim sapphires shone on her neck 
and caused her eyes to look of the same 
colour. Her face was pale and grave; 
Ludovic noted for the first time the proud 
line of her upper lip, 

" It would have looked better if she had 
come earlier," murmured the Marquis, 
wagging a sagacious head. 

In the great saloon, hung with pale- 
coloured tapestries. Prince Friedrich Karl 
stood, surrounded by an ever-deepening 
crowd, while the yoimg Princess, his niece, 
was visibly neglected. This was Ludovic's 
first view of the Prince Regent, whom 
he perceived to be a man still well 
under fifty, bald, bearded, with an aggres- 
sive aquiline nose, and a cold, com- 
manding eye. His own reception was 
flattering. 

"Ah! the young gentleman who foimd 
our niece's locket!" 

" Our niece ! " It was well that De 
Saintr^'s bow served to conceal the ex- 
pression of his face. 
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He murmured that he had had that 
singular good fortune. 

As he spoke, he was aware of Von Kleist 
standing in the inmost circle, close to the 
Regent. He perceived also, and the one 
fact seemed just as certain and as concrete 
as the other, that the Marquis had repeated 
the remarks concerning the French Duke 
made to himself by the Princess. The 
Prince Regent was regarding him in a 
manner distinctly intended to be gracious. 

*' You will doubtless wish," he said in a 
tone of kingly condescension, for which 
Ludovic could willingly have strangled him, 
" to pay your devoirs to the Princess." 

De Saintr6 bowed in silence, and turned 
his face in the Princess's direction. 

*' You did well, sir," pursued the Regent, 
addressing the delighted Marquis, " to bring 
M. de Saintr6." 

Then he murmured an order to Von 
Kleist. Von Kleist approached the three 
ladies standing behind the Princess D6sir6e ; 
they withdrew to a greater distance, and 
Ludovic found himself practically alone 
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with the youug lady to whom he had de- 
voted his services. She preserved an in- 
diflferent countenance, but after a few com- 
monplace sentences she said : " You will 
probably be allowed to see me as often as I 
choose. Have they sent to France for that 
portrait ? " 

'*I believe so." 

The faintest smile ran along her lip. 

"To-night," said she, '*I will go so far 
as to inquire from you the colour of the 
hair and eyes of the Duke of Toulouse. 
But you need not answer," she added, as 
De Saintr^ opened his mouth to speak. 

He left the matter of the Duke's com- 
plexion unelucidated, and said : ' * May I 
put a question to yom* Highness ? " 

A little movement of her head assented. 

" Is your Highness aware that the Duke" 

— he paused, considering how to avoid the 

spoken title — " is master of a nominal 

principality, which is to be reckoned as a 

reigning sovereignty so as to exclude you 

here ? " 

"Oh, it was that way, then?" said she 

3 
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quite calmly. " Of course I knew that they 
trusted in this marriage to disinherit me. 
But I am not disposed, M. de Saintr^, to 
be disinherited. I am not willing that my 
own little land shall be misgoverned as it 
is misgoverned now. If you knew all that 

the peasants are made to suffer " she 

stopped short, looking down vrfth a sem- 
blance of great interest at the tightly packed 
pyramid of white roses in a frame of paper 
lace which she carried. Ludovic saw the 
glow of her eyes under the dark lashes, and 
the quick rise and fall of the sapphires, 
their sisters. Thus reminded, he told the 
tale of Ursel Brock. 

*' Tell her," said the Princess, still dally- 
ing with the roses, "that if ever D6sir6e 
Amadea becomes mistress here, Ursel 
Brock shall have the right of pasturage 
over the whole heath, and a fresh dozen of 
the best cows to pasture there. Where 
is UrseFs farm?" she added, suddenly 
grave. 

" I am not sure." 

" But you will find out, and see her ? " 
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" Assuredly." 

She meditated for a moment, and then 
said : " Do not speak to other persons of 
Ursel Brock ". He bowed obediently, and 
she, still in her even voice, asked : '* Do you 
dance, M. de Saintr6? We do not dance 
here just now, because of the Grand Duke's 
health." 

De Saintr6, knowing that it was not for 
his ear that these remarks were intended, 
did not feel constrained to reply. The pos- 
sible hearers again passed on. 

*'I want you,*' said the Princess, "to let 
me know immediately if you have reason 
to believe the Grand Duke worse. It is 
not certain that I should learn from other 
quarters. And now, I think, I must send 
you away. I will write to you if I have 
need, and the letters will be signed alter- 
nately with the initial of my second name 
and the initial of the portrait which you 
brought me. Now, good-night." 

He retired, and was presented to a 
number of influential persons, all of whom 
impressed him as of phenomenal dulness. 
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From afar he saw the soft head-dress, the 
creamy shoulders, the grave, delicate face 
of the Princess D6sir6e, and once, for a 
moment, their eyes met. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

Ursel Brock, pottering about in her oak- 
timbered kitchen, perceived a darkening of 
the doorway. She looked up. The stranger 
of the wishing- well stood there, hat in hand. 

*' Good-morning, Ursel." 

^^ Achy lieber Himmel! The stranger 
gentleman! Pray, sir, come in." 

"I saw the Princess, Ursel, and I told 
her." 

Ursel lifted her wrinkled hands in admira- 
tion. 

De Saintr^ repeated the Princess's words. 

" Ah, the gracious lady ! The real noble 
woman ! " cried Ursel in her shrill voice. 

She nodded her head, muttering over the 
words to herself, and a flush of pleasure 
warmed the dried apple of her cheek. 

" You will see the Princess again ? " she 
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asked, when the eflfervescence of her joy had 
subsided. 

''I hope so." 

"Tell her," said the old woman, with a 
fine unsophisticated dignity, " that there is 
only one thing more needed now to make 
me happy— the power of rendering service 
to her." 

These words came upon Ludovic with a 
delight so complete and so unexpected that 
he clasped his arms suddenly round the old 
woman's waist and kissed her. She broke 
into a smile. 

** Nay," she said, '' but I do not send her 
that message." 

Her keen twinkling eye noted his moment- 
ary discomfiture. She had the shrewd 
observation of the unlettered, whose atten- 
tion has never been distracted by the 
printed word ; and she had been accustomed 
for forty years to read the souls of her 
husband and of her sons. 

*' And have you seen the Hohensteiner ? " 
she asked. 

*'I have." 
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She looked at him cunningly. '^Ei, 
eir said she. *Mf I had golden geese, I 
would not hire the Hohensteiner for a 
herd." 

'•Nor I, Ursel, nor I." 

She smiled without reply. 

Ludovic stood for a moment or two, 
pensive, thinking of the golden treasure that 
lay in the Regent's claws. 

"When you want help for her," said the 
cracked voice beside him, '* remember old 
UrseL" 

He started. 

'* I think you are a witch, Ursel." 

*'An old woman who is not a fool is 
always a witch," said Ursel ; and taking in 
her hand a little jug and a white wooden 
bowl, she hobbled out of the kitchen by a 
side door. 

Ludovic sat looking round him at the 
dark beams, the small-paned windows, the 
great copper vessels, the tall carved clock, 
and the square oak press. 

Ursel returned with her bowl half full of 
cream; and with a solid slice of rye-bread, 
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'*How did you know," said De Saintr6, 
smiling, **that I should like cream?" 

'*The pine-trees waken hunger," Ursel 
sagely replied, as she handed him a little 
wooden ladle wherewith to sup his cream. 

She stood looking at him, and all at once 
paid : " And the young lady who brought you 
hither? Have you seen her?" 

** I have seen her," he answered, smiling 
over the edge of his bowl. 

Ursel smiled too, a smile of penetra- 
tion so significant as to be almost dis- 
quieting. 

A minute later the side door of the 
kitchen opened, and a lad came in and 
stopped short, amazed at the spectacle of a 
stranger. 

*'Come in, youngster," said Ursel. **It 
is my grandson," she explained to Ludovic. 

The boy, who was perhaps fourteen, was 
slim and gipsyish, dark-eyed, dark-haired, 
and brown-skinned. He carried in his two 
hands some small furred animal, and held 
it as carefully as a nurse holds a day-old 
infant 
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*'Is it a squirrel?" said Ludovic. 

The boy smiled, drew a step nearer, and, 
still fondling the little creature and murmur- 
ing to it, lifted one hand so that it could be 
seen. It was a squirrel, and it nestled in 
the boy's arm, neither struggling nor biting. 

'* You are not going to put it in a cage ? " 
said Ludovic. 

" No, no," said Ursel. ** It is a friend of 
his, this squirrel, and it is waiting for a bit 
of walnut. All the creatures come to Felix. 
He calls the birds, and they come and sit 
on his shoulders." 

Felix smiled and blushed. 

** When he was three years old, his mother 
found him sitting witL an adder on his 
knees, sharing his bread and milk. And 

the lizards, and the rats and mice ! 

And he never goes into the town but a dog 
follows him." 

" They know their friends," said Ludovic, 
looking kindly at the boy. 

Felix gave him a quick look, then ap- 
proached and set the squirrel gently on the 
bench at his side. 
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Ludovic respectfully offered his neighbour 
a morsel of hard crust, which was graciously 
accepted. 

** Have you ever seen a squirrel's nest ? " 
Felix asked, 

"No, never." 

** I'll show you one, if you like." 

**But not now, Felix," the grandmother 
interposed. **Your time is nearly up." 

The hands of the old clock were ap- 
proaching the hour of noon, and Felix was 
presumably engaged upon a day's work in 
some field. On Sunday afternoon, two 
days later, the treasure could be exhibited, 
and Ludovic promised to come. This peas- 
ant boy, with his genuine enthusiasms, 
interested him much more than any of the 
civil-spoken automata of the court of Fel- 
senheim. 

The wishing- well was not upon the direct 
road homeward, but no person of experi- 
ence will be surprised to learn that Ludovic 
took the road which passed it, or that he 
went up and once more filled his hand at 
the tinkling runlet. 
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A young woman was sitting on one of the 
benches. Distinctions of dress still existed 
in 1847 and in the Grand Duchy of Felsen- 
heim, and it was evident that this young 
woman belonged to the upper class of ser- 
vants. She was slim and trim, had the 
smoothest of black heads, and the neatest 
of mouths, chins, and ankles. Her bright 
brown eyes rested observantly upon Ludo- 
vic, and when he had raised his head, 
and drawn out his handkerchief to dry 
his hand, she said calmly : ** M. de 
Saintr6 ". 

He started, mainly perhaps because the 
voice and accent were those of a French- 
woman. 

" I have a letter for, monsieur," she said, 
and handed him a plainly folded thick sheet, 
undirected and sealed with the image of a 
well, flanked by two mysterious objects. 
Many months later, he learned that this seal 
was an English one, and that these imple- 
ments were cobblers' awls, the whole hiero- 
gl3rph presenting the motto A IPs well. He 
cut the packet carefully open, and saw that 
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the sheet was covered closely with a small 
angular handwritmg. The signature was on 
the inner side. He turned the leaf, a little 
breathless, and saw at the foot the initial 
A. 

" If monsieur would read it, and give me 
an answer. No, not here. Monsieur must 
read it quite alone. And an hour hence I 
will be in the Lustgarten, by the statue of 
the Grand Duke Ludolf. An revoiry mon- 
sieur." 

Her neat lips parted for a moment, show- 
ing small, even teeth, and she remained 
sitting on the bench. 

Ludovic, with a half-resentful feeling of 
dismissal, turned hastily homeward. In 
his room, safe behind a locked door, he 
unfolded the paper. It was in English, 
and the first words gave him a sudden 
delight. 

**Dear friend," it began, "the bearer of 
this is faithful. You may trust her with 
any written word. Better speak no names 
to her. Walls have ears and eyes in this 
land. When you have read this, bum it 
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and any others that may follow. I am to 
see your old Mend to-morrow, and will 
amuse him with delays while I can, but I 
cannot make a promise only to break it; 
this game cannot go on, and when once I 
have spoken plainly, my position will only 
be made safe by a sacrifice which I will not 
make. I shall have to take a decisive step, 
and must look to you for help. One thing 
I want you to do immediately. Cultivate 
carefully the society of Lisette, who brings 
you this, so that I may be able to send her 
to you without exciting remark. She is, 
you will observe, very pretty, so that the 
task will not, I dare say, be painful. And, 
pray, remember to keep me informed about 
the health of the relative I spoke of Be- 
yond that, I have only to ask you to make 
friends among the enemy. There will be a 
reception again to-morrow ; talk to the lady 
who will accompany me and be agreeable to 
her. It will be a dreary task, I know ; but 
think of my dreariness. She is with me 
twelve hours a day. That should be my 
punishment for traitors if I were an inde- 
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pendent sovereign. But, alas! I am not. 
I am only A." 

To obey the writer's command and bum 
this letter was no agreeable duty, but he 
fulfilled it loyally, and, by way of additional 
precaution, actually gathered up the ensuing 
tinder flakes and wrapped them in a paper, 
to be given at a convenient opportunity to 
the winds. Then he took ink and paper. 
It was no easy letter that he had to write — 
it must betray to no outsider any fact or 
any identity; to her it must show beyond 
all question, who wrote and that he had 
read. He pondered for a few moments, 
and then wrote : ** Dear friend of my dear 
friends, I will obey you in every detail as 
faithfully as though my name were A. S. ". 

The problem of a seal next presented 
itself. He was still revolving it, when an 
authoritative knock sounded upon his door. 
He put away the letter hastily and went to 
open it. It was not, as he had surmised, a 
message from the Marquis, but Kurt von 
Kleist. now off duty and anxious for his 
friend's company. A dozen hasty reflec- 
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tions chased each other through Ludovic's 
brain : Von KLleist might furnish useful 
information ; he might also disseminate 
it ; and he was one of the enemy with 
whom the Princess bade him to make 
friends. Yes, he should come in. So 
the Prince Regent's soldier was made 
welcome. 

He flung himself into a chair, and said : 
"I congratulate you. It seems you have 
done wonders." 

'* Indeed ? " said Ludovic. 

"It is understood that you have gone 
further than anybody in persuading the' 
Princess. 1*11 tell you, Friedrich Karl 
thinks that you are worth ten of" your 
blunder-headed old Marquis. She asked 
you about the Duke, did she?" 

"Yes, she made some inquiries." 

"And you answered them in the right 
way? Clever fellow!" 

"I said what I thought it my duty to 
say," Ludovic replied with an air of modest 
merit. 

Von Kleist winked. 
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" Oh, there are worse than the Duke of 
Toulouse," said Ludovic righteously, upon 
which his companion broke into a vast 
guffaw. 

De Saintr6, too, permitted himself a little 
smile. It was an excellent thing, he thought, 
that the interview was proving so diverting 
to both of them. 

"Did you tell her, I wonder," Von 
Kleist pursued, "that your society would 
be one of the attractions offered her in 
Paris ? " 

" I thought that superfluous," De Saintr6 
answered self-complacently. Inwardly he 
was a little flustered by the recollection 
that Lisette was probably now wending her 
way towards the statue of the Grand Duke 
Ludolf. 

"It is very good of you to come," he 
began, " but I have an engagement ; I have 
to meet somebody and ought to be going." 

" I'll walk with you," said Kurt promptly. 

"You can't," said Ludovic. 

"Eh?" 

"Tm going to meet a young woman." 
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" What, already ? You haven't been here 
forty-eight hours." 

"Time has nothing to do with these 
matters." 

"Who is she?" asked Von Kleist in 
wheedling tones. 

Ludovic appeared to hesitate. " She is a 
young Frenchwoman," he answered, "a 
lady's maid, or something of that sort, to 
one of the ladies at the Castle." 

" Ho, ho 1 and you saw her yesterday 
when you went to the Princess?" 

"You ask too many questions, Kurt. 
The true diplomacy never asks questions." 

Kurt permitted himself some observations 
upon sucking diplomatists, and departed, 
resolving that he would satisfy his curiosity 
without further questions. 

A quarter of an hour later, Ludovic was 

approaching the great equestrian statue in 

the public gardens. The late Grand Duke 

Ludolf, of glorious memory, is exhibited in 

the flowing wig of Louis Quatorze, and the 

armour of a Roman warrior, while his 

mettlesome steed clings, by two legs, to 

4 
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a pedestal quite incapable of aflfording foot- 
hold for all four. Beneath the shadow of 
the prancing forefeet sat Lisette, who, when 
she saw De Saintr6 approaching, rose and 
walked slowly away. He followed, and in 
a few minutes they were in a secluded 
walk. He remembered the words of the 
Princess about eyes and ears, and resolved 
to behave as cautiously as though he knew 
himself observed. 

"Have I kept you waiting, my pretty 
Lisette?'* he asked her. 

" I came early," she answered. " Monsieur 
is very punctual." 

Ludovic passed an arm round her, and 
slipped the letter into her hand. He felt 
her fingers close upon it, and drop it into 
her dress pocket. 

" And will you come and meet me again, 
Lisette ? " 

'* Perhaps," said Lisette. 

" You know where I live ? " 

"Yes, monsieur." 

" You would not be afraid to come there 
if there were need ? " 
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" Would they let me in ? " 

He stood still, drew out a card and wrote 
on it, " Admit the hearer at any time ". That 
he handed to her quite openly, and under- 
neath the card was a small bright coin. 
Lisette received both with satisfaction. 
Ludovic stood yet a moment, grave. He 
longed eagerly to send some word of 
message to the Princess, but prudence and 
punctilio alike forbade. At last he said : 
^^ Au revoiTy then, Lisette". 

Lisette gave him a neat little curtsy and 
a wave of the hand, and tripped away 
under the over-arching trees. As for 
Ludovic, he turned very slowly homeward, 
and was oppressed by a vague sadness, 
which upon examination refused to afford 
him a reason. It did not occur to him to 
suspect that Kurt von Kleist had played 
the spy upon him, or his melancholy might 
have been displaced by mirth. 

The Marquis de la Ferronnifere was, at the 
same time, having an audience of the Princess 
D^sir^e. He had expatiated upon the ad- 
vantages of the French alliance, and had 
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even ventured to touch delicately, in the 
tone of a discreet old friend, upon dangers 
which might attend her stay in Felsenheim. 
The Princess had looked at him with a 
lifting of the eyebrows when he dropped 
these hints, but had said nothing. The 
Marquis passed on to the impatience and 
suspense in which the suitor was kept 
languishing. 

A smile curled the pretty upper lip of the 
Princess. 

" I do not observe,*' she remarked, "that 
the impatience of his Royal Highness ap- 
pears to draw him towards Felsenheim." 

" Your Highness knows — I have had the 
honour to explain to your Highness — that 
the King of France, who is the head of his 
Royal Highnesses house " 

" I understood," the Princess rather pet- 
tishly interrupted, ** that his Royal Highness 
was an independent sovereign." 

The Marquis, in spite of his diplomacy, 
was ruffled, and spoke for a moment as the 
natural man. "Who," he asked, "has been 
telling your Highness that ? " 
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The Princess opened her eyes. 

" What ! Was it meant to be a secret ? " 
she said in the sweetest of tones. "But, 
M. le Marquis, you forget that a know- 
ledge of kingdoms and royal families is 
one of the main parts of a princess's edu- 
cation. And if I am to be Princess Consort 
of Etruria " 

The Marquis had recovered himself. 

*' If your Highness," he said, "is to be 
Princess of Etruria, happy will be the Prince 
and the principality." 

" Thank you for the compliment ; but I 
own it concerns me more to know whether 
the Princess will be happy." 

"To make her husband happy is the 
happiness of woman." 

The Princess shot a glance at him, and 
he was compelled to remember, as he never 
willingly did, the devout and legitimist lady 
who bore the title of Marchioness de 
la Ferronnifere, and spent her days in 
Picardy, praying for the husband whom she 
held as a renegade because he accepted 
salaries from Louis Philippe. He thought 



54 THE PRINCESS J>isiI±E. 

it wiser to descend from questions of senti- 
ment. 

"The Duke," he said, "grows clamor- 
ous for a reply. It is not for me to 
press your Highness, but if your Highness 
desires that the Duke should come to 
Felsenheim " 

" Oh, no — not all the way/' 

" If his Highness came to Frankfort, or 
to Berlin ? " 

" Would he be willing ? " 

" He would be eager. Shall I send a 
special messenger to him to-night ? " 

"No, not to-night." 

" But — I beg your Highnesses forgiveness 
for my urgency — but if his Royal Highness 
comes to meet you, in Frankfort, let us say 
your Highness will then be ready to conclude 
the marriage immediately ? " 

" Oh, no," said the Princess. 

The Marquis delicately lifted his hands 
and let them fall. 

"If," said the Princess, "the Duke of 
Toulouse meets me in Frankfort within 
the next — shall we say the next three 
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months?" — the Marquis sighed and shook 
his head wearily — " I will promise to go 
back with him to Paris, and marry him 
there." 

** His Royal Highness will be enraptured. 
He will set out on the instant." 

" If he does, I won't stir from Hohenstein 
within the three months. He is not to set 
out until I send word to him ; and when I 
wish to send word, I will do so by M. de 
Saintr6." 

"By M. de Saintr6, of course, if your 
Highness desires it." 

**M. de Saintr6," said the Princess with 
vivacity, **has brought me good luck once. 
He brought me back my locket." 

" May it please Heaven," said the Marquis 
piously, " to send you by his hands a far 
better gift ! " 

" I trust so," said the Princess with a 
face of more earnestness than she had 
shown yet ; and the Marquis went away, 
reassured. But to the private diary in 
which he enshrined the court scandals 
of Europe, and to which he looked for 
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posthumous fame, he oonfided an opinion 
that the Duchess of Toulouse was likely 
to prove much more than a match for the 
Duke. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Thbee weeks had gone by. Ludovic had 
seen Lisette nearly every day, Felix and 
Ursel thrice, and the Princess about half a 
dozen times. It was now a Sunday evening 
and he Was spending it with Kurt von Kleist 
and some comrades of his, in the Duke of 
Hohenstein's palace. The tale of Lisette 
had spread, and De Saintr^ found himself a 
target for the rather ponderous witticisms 
of a select miKtary circle. He did his best 
to assume the somewhat fatuous air of 
triumph which became the supposed situa- 
tion, and lay in wait for scraps of news. 
He gathered two : that the Grand Duke's 
physician had declared his patient unlikely 
to survive the week, and that the Princess 
had been teaching her*- parrot to say, 
'•' D6sir6e, Duchess of Toulouse ". It was 
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well known among all these young gentle- 
men that De Saintr6 was waiting her 
capricious Highness's pleasure to go and 
fetch the bridegroom ; and he found that 
he had need of all his philosophy m 
order to endure with any semblance of 
composure their observations upon her. 
Nor were the politics of his Highness's 
Guard at all more congenial. They ap- 
peared to Ludovic to be substantially 
those of the mediaeval baron, unrelieved 
by his picturesque accessories. To sit 
still and smile assentingly was a hard 
task for his republican liberalism, and it 
was with a great sense of relief that he came 
out at last from the smoking and the noisy 
laughter into the sweet May night. He 
had a mementos idle disposition to walk up 
towards the castle, at least as far as the 
wishing- well ; but he remembered that all 
these roads were patrolled at night, and 
that his motives might be difficult of 
explanation. 

So he went home sedately, and to his 
immense amazement found himself awaited 
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there, not only by the Marquis, but by the 
Prince Regent. 

"All is discovered," he thought, and 
prepared himself to face the worst. 

"Sit down, M. de Saintr6," said the 
Prince. "I have been spending a quiet 
half-hour with my old friend here. When 
did you last see our niece?" 

"On Friday, your Highness." 

" Did she speak then of your journey to 
Paris ? " 

"Yes, your Highness." 

"Named a time?" 

**No, your Highness." 

"Did you press her to do so?" 

"I did not presume." 

The Prince shook his head impatiently. 

" To-morrow, sir, you will presume. A 
private audience will be given you by the 
Princess at eleven to-morrow, when you 
will give her this letter from his Royal 
Highness the Duke of Toulouse. You will 
impress upon her by every argument possible 
the necessity of immediate decision. Employ 
my name ; threaten her with my severest 
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displeasure ; tell her that her conduct is 
causing a scandal in the Grand Duchy, and 
that the very applewomen are crying out 
against her." 

De Saintr6 bowed ; to speak was beyond 
him. 

*'If you fulfil my desires you shall have 
no reason to complain of my ingratitude. 
K not — but we need not contemplate the 
possibility." 

Ludovic had all the difficulty in the world 
to restrain himself from telling his Highness 
that the legitimate heir to an old French 
dukedom cared less than nothing for the 
favours or the threats of a pretender to an 
insignificant German Grand Duchy. 

The Prince Regent rose, and picked up 
his gloves from the table. 

**No," he said, cutting short a polite 
speech of the Marquis, '*I don't want ser- 
vants or carriages to-night. M. de Saintr6 
will put on a cloak and a sword, and will 
walk over with me to the palace." 

M. de Saintr6 obediently withdrew, de- 
vouring his indignation in silence. It 
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appeared to him well-nigh incredible that 
there should be persons in the world capable 
of deliberately subjecting themselves to the 
orders of the Duke of Hohenstein. 

As they left the house, he fell a step 
behind. 

^*Walk at my side, if you please," said 
the Duke sharply, and Ludovic obeyed. 

They walked, shoulder to shoulder, in 
silence, and as they went Ludovic debated 
within himself whether it would not be an 
excellent thing to employ his sword upon 
his companion. He counted the immediate 
consequences ; the accession of the Princess ; 
the removal of all danger from her path; 
the instant abandonment of the hateful 
French marriage. In regard to the Prince 
Regent, he had no qualms; the man was 
a criminal, a usurper, and a tyrant. In 
Ludovic's code, such a man had no rights, 
and to kill him was to deserve well of the 
public. To himself, the results would no 
doubt be unpleasant ; he might perhaps be 
put to death forthwith ; he would certainly 
be imprisoned, he would probably be re- 
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garded as a madman. He smiled to think 
how strongly the testimony of his relatives 
would confirm that opinion. Suddenly it 
occurred to him that the Princess would 
assuredly declare the blow to have been 
struck for her, and thereby forfeit all its 
advantages. That thought gave him pause, 
and the unsuspecting Prince Regent passed 
on to his palace in safety. 

The rain was felling heavily, next morn- 
ing, as Ludovic went to the castle. It pat- 
tered on the roof of the carriage, it changed 
the colour of the roadway from a pale 
yellow to a deep orange, and laid upon the 
early summer foliage the deep varnish of 
the evergreen. To the ears of Ludovic de 
Saintr^ it babbled hopeful prophecies ; the 
shining flagstones of the castle courtyard 
were encouraging, and not even the dark 
figure of the sentinel, in his dripping 
helmet and long blue mantle, inspired a 
sense of gloom. 

The Princess D6sir^e was sitting as usual 
rith her ladifs in her long saloon of the 

ny wiudowa ; but the great stretch of 
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grey sky beyond, and the continual plash 
of rain upon the balconies, gave an alto- 
gether difiFerent character to the apart- 
ment. 

The Princess bestowed upon her visitor 
no smile. 

" I am informed, M. de Saintr6," she said, 
" that I am to give you a private audience." 

" It is the desire of the Prince Regent," 
Ludovic answered deferentially. 

She sat with the air of a naughty child, 
and pulled the edges of her lace pocket- 
handkerchief. At last she said : " If you are 
to lecture me for ten minutes at the Duke 
of Hohenstein's desire, you must stay after- 
wards, and amuse me for twenty minutes at 
mine". 

" I am at your Highness's disposal." 

She stood up, and saying rather petu- 
lantly : " WeU, then, come," walked slowly 
across the room to an open door. 

The door led to a very small square 
room, containmg a narrow sofa, a writing- 
table, and two chairs, all fashioned of gilt 
wood and upholstered in white velvet. 
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White velvet curtains, heraldically broidered, 
hung beside the window and over the en- 
trance. 

The Princess seated herself on the 
sofa. 

"Please shut the door, and draw the 
curtain," she said. 

He obeyed in sOence, and turning back, 
found her looking at him with an altogether 
altered countenance. Her face breathed 
trust and contentment ; she held out her 
hand to him with the frank greeting of 
friends and equals. 

"This is good," she said heartily. 

As for Ludovic, he could hardly have 
told whether it was rapture or anguish 
which was built up for him by the words, 
the look, and the clasp of hands. He col- 
lected himself, and told her in general terms 
the errand upon which he was sent. The 
colour deepened slowly in her face. 

" I am sure he said hateful things of me," 
she said. 
I "It is his nature to be hateful," De 

Saintr6 answered. " He would trample 
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down a flowering lily if it stood in his 
path." 

She drew a long breath. " Yes," she said, 
" it is a bad thing to stand in the path of 
the Duke of Hohenstein." 

She pondered for a moment, her face 
growing slowly brilliant with determina- 
tion. There had been daring warriors of 
the race of Felsenheim, and Ludovic, as he 
gazed, perceived that the Princess D^sir^e 
was very much their daughter. Her eyes, 
when she lifted them again, were almost a 
call to battle. 

**But we will not be so ready to be 
trampled upon," she said 

Then Ludovic told her of the physician's 
verdict on her grandfather. 

"The time is drawing near," she said. 
"It will not be long before the hour 
strikes for that message to the Duke of 
Toulouse." 

She spoke quite gravely. A red cloud 

swam before Ludovic's eyes. '* You don't 

really mean " he cried out, but the flash 

of an angry look stopped him. 

5 
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The Princess started to her feet. " I will 
not be questioned, sir/' she cried. 

For a moment they stood face to face, 
hot and flushed in indignant pride. 

Her mood was the quicker in burning 
out. Her eyes melted. " Oh, M. de 
Saintr^ ! " she said, in a tone that was full 
of apology and reproach. 

Instantly Ludovic was all remorse. ** For- 
give me," he cried, " forgive me ! " Yet he 
had no clear understanding of what it was 
for which he asked forgiveness. The rush 
of passion had blurred all the windows of 
outlook, and left him tossing in a mere tur- 
moil of emotion. 

Silence came between them, a dangerous 
silence, confessing more than words. The 
Princess sank back again upon her sofa and 
began to speak, a little hurriedly, feeling her 
way back to their former ground. 

"I may take it then, in all seriousness," 
said she, *' that you are ready on my behalf 
to betray the powers that sent you hither ? " 

*'I think I have done so already. But, 
indeed, I never promised them allegiance." 
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"What will they say to you?" said the 
Princess D6sir6e, opening her eyes with a 
funny look of consternation. 

He laughed. 

"No matter/* said she, "you shall be 
naturalised in Felsenheim." He said no- 
thing. "And now," she resumed, "about 
that mission to the Duke of Toulouse " 

He had himself well in hand this time, 
and when she paused he bowed obedient 
attention. 

'*When that time comes," the Princess 
proceeded, " you will set out in due course, 
but at the frontier, or even sooner, we will 
have a substitute in readiness to send on in 
your place, while you return to help me in 
my escape." 

" Certainly," said Ludovic, and was repaid 
with a smile. 

She appeared to reflect for another 
moment, then she said, with sudden gaiety ; 
*' And now you must come back and amuse 
us all for twenty minutes". 

He drew apart the heavy curtain, and 
held open the gold and white door. A 
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stately lady of unapproachable countenance 
swept by him, and he followed at a distance. 

Suddenly the grey parrot rose upon its 
perch and cried shrilly : " D6sir6e, Duchess 
of Toulouse'*. 

The Princess broke into a silvery peal of 
laughter ; a little stifled titter rose from the 
younger of her ladies, and an irrepressible 
grin got the mastery of Ludovic's reluctant 
features. 

" Now, M. de Saintr6," the Princess said, 
" sit down and talk to us. What have you 
been doing with yourself since we saw you 
last?" 

" Your Highness ! " interjected the Baron- 
ess von Kirschenau in remonstrant tones. 

'* 'Sh ! 'sh ! *' went the Princess, and waved 
a petulant pocket-handkerchief at her. 

The Baroness sat swelling in indignant 
silence, and Ludovic sifted his memory for 
a suitable reply. He could scarcely, to this 
audience, give an account either of his 
evening with the Ducal Guard, or of his late 
walk with the Prince Regent. He began 
to tell of a stroll with Felix in the woods, 
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and of the boy's wonderful instinctive 
influence over birds and animals. 

" What is he like, this young magician ? " 
the Princess asked. 

De Saintr^ described the slim gipsy-like 
boy. 

*'You should take him home with you, 
M. de Saintr^, and get him a post in the 
Jardin des Plantes. Here, I fear, his tastes 
will only be a danger to him." 

The Princess said this carelessly enough, 
but there was a significant light in her eye. 
De Saintr6 asked himself vainly, as he 
travelled homeward under the pattering 
rain, what should have been the interpreta- 
tion of that significance. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

The town of Hohenstein was in a spasm of 
gossip. The old Grand Duke Amadeus, 
after so many years' slow dying, was actually 
now at death's door ; nay, there were those 
who declared that he was in truth dead 
already. Furthermore, the Princess D6sir6e 
was understood to have brought her 
capricious mind to a decision, and to have 
authorised M. de Saintr6 to set out upon his 
journey. Inquiries among the servants of 
the Marquis de la Ferronni^re confirmed the 
report. A travelling carriage had been be- 
spoken for five o'clock. From about two 
hours before that time, De Saintr6 sat in 
his own room, looking extremely pale, and 
awaiting a summons which he knew would 
come. Late in the afternoon a royal servant 
came riding in hot haste from the castle, and 
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a few minutes later De Saintr^ was being 
rapidly conveyed to a certain suburban 
farm, where he picked up a boy who was at 
work there, and then proceeded at a round 
pace to the castle. 

The castle had been, during this afternoon, 
a prey to many and various agitations. A 
little before four o'clock the Princess's 
favourite parrot began to display strange 
and alarming symptoms. It lay comatose 
on the floor of its cage, responding neither 
to endearments nor to dainties. The 
Princess was beside herself, and the philo- 
sophic consolations of the Baroness von 
Kirschenau were entirely thrown away. 

Presently, however, the Baroness had 
need of all her philosophy on her own ac- 
count ; for a messenger rode to the castle, 
announced himself as a servant of her son- 
in-law, and summoned her to the bedside of 
her only daughter, who lay sick to death in 
her far-oflF home on the rocky eastern con- 
fines of the Grand Duchy. The poor 
Baroness departed, tearful and full of ter- 
rors, and it was remarked with disapproval 
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in the castle that the Princess hardly lifted 
her eyes from the parrot to bid her fare- 
well. 

The Princess, and Lisette, her maid, 
and the Countess Elsa von Schlangen- 
wald, her lady-in-waiting, sat in moumftd 
circle round the gilded palace of the 
parrot. 

" Oh, my poor, poor Polly ! " moaned the 
Princess. **Do think, Countess, do think, 
Lisette, is there no bird-doctor in Felsen- 
heim whom we could call in?" 

Lisette, with a perfectly serious air, 
suggested the Grand Duke's physician-in- 
ordinary. 

The Princess shook her head. She had 
no opinion of the Grand Duke's physician. 

Then the pretty Countess Elsa had an 
inspiration. **That boy," she cried, **the 
boy of whom M. de Saintr6 told us ! " 

The Princess, who had been hoping for 
this suggestion, sprang to her feet and fell 
on the Countess's neck. 

**My best Elsa," she cried, **let us send 
instantly! What is the boy's name?" 
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" Alas ! M. de Saintr^ did not tell it to 
us." 

" Then send for M. de Saintr^." 

**But M. de Saintr^," Lisette ventured 
to object, **is just about starting on his 
journey." 

**Then he must put his journey oflF. 
Write, my dear Countess, write : * The 
Princess D6sir6e Amadea commands the 
immediate attendance ' " 

** * Commands,' your Highness ? " sub- 
mitted the hesitating scribe. 

" Well, say * entreats,' then, * on a matter 
of life and death, of M. Ludovic de Saintr6, 
accompanied by the lad of whom he spoke 
to the Princess yesterday '. And now let a 
man ride with it at once." 

In a surprisingly short time a carriage 
drove up, from which De Saintr^ and the 
boy alighted. They were ushered immedi- 
ately into the Princess's large saloon. The 
parrot had been removed to the boudoir of 
its atflicted mistress, who took Felix by the 
hand, and, almost without a word to De 
Saintr^, hurried him away. 
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The Countess Elsa remained to entertain 
Ludovic de Saintr^, a state of things which 
would assuredly not have arisen under the 
sway of the Baroness of Kirschenau. Re- 
lieved from the stem eye of her senior, the 
young Countess of Schlangenwald showed a 
disposition to lively converse, but her hearer 
was inattentive and irresponsive. 

She remembered a scrap of gossip, and 
turning upon him an observant eye and a 
sprightly smile, said : " M. de Saintr6, I be- 
lieve you are in despair at leaving Felsen- 
heim ". 

"Is it not natural?" returned Ludovic. 

In his heart a voice was asking : " What is 
she doing ? What is her plan ? How can 
I escape from this giri?" 

The Countess nodded and looked im- 
mensely sagacious. 

**Be consoled," said she. "The Prin- 
cess's little circle will be transplanted to 
Paris.'' 

"And you with it, Coimtess?" 

The Countess laughed and shook a re- 
proving finger. She was about to make 
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some spoken answer when Lisette appeared 
in the doorway, and said: ^^ Son Altesse 
demande Madame la Comtesse'\ 

The Countess swept a curtsy and tripped 
away. De Saintr6 had remarked that 
Lisette was very pale. He stood a moment 
alone in the great room. 

Lisette showed herself again in the door- 
way and beckoned to him. 

This door communicated with the Prin- 
cess's boudoir, from which, again, doors led 
to her bedroom and her maid's bedroom. 

In the boudoir stood the Princess D6- 
sir6e, dressed in the clothes of Felix, her 
dark curls hanging loose upon her shoulders. 
In her hand she held a pair of large scissors. 
Ludovic was aware, as he entered, of a 
strange, faint, sickly smell. Lisette passed 
across to the door beyond, the door that led 
to her own room. The Princess, in a per- 
fectly matter-of-fact way, held out to Ludo- 
vic the scissors, and then gathered together 
her hair in her two hands. 

"Please cut it," she said quietly. 

Ludovic found himself entirely unprovided 
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with words; he took the scissors silently, 
and with some difficulty shore through the 
soft elastic mass. 

"Thank you," said she, and moved 
towards the table, meaning, apparently, to 
lay down the severed hair. 

**You mustn't leave it," said Ludovic. 
" Give it to me." 

" You are right," said she, and he received 
the handful of curls, and hid them joyfully 
within his coat. 

She ruffled up her short locks, put on 
Felix's wide-brimmed hat, and said com- 
posedly : " I am ready ; let us go ". 

"What has become of the boy?" said 
Ludovic. 

She threw open the door of Lisette's 
room, and he beheld the figure of a woman 
in the ordinary peasant's dress of the 
district. 

"This is Felix," said Lisette. "He is 
my cousin, come to carry away my wash- 
mg. 

She lifted from the ground a large bundle, 
and the boy set it on his head. 
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"Lisette will take her cousin by the 
back staircase," said the Princess, " while 
you and I go by the front. Come ! " 

She took him by the hand, and they 
passed out into the great saloon; then 
dropping his hand, she followed him down 
the wide stone staircase to the great arched 
doorway. In the patch of bright daylight 
beyond he saw the carriage, the haven of 
their hopes. 

The sentinel saluted mechanically. De 
Saintr6 passed out at a decent pace, not 
daring to hurry or to look behind for 
his companion. It seemed a century 
to him before he reached the carriage, 
and another before he saw the Princess 
safely seated besibe him in its welcome 
shadow. 

As they turned from the courtyard into 
the roadway, they discerned a figure with 
a bundle toiling upward along the road in 
the other direction. 

"He will strike into the forest in a 
minute," the Princess murmured. "I am 
glad that he is safe." 
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"What will Lisette say when they find 
out ? " 

" Lisette will apply a very small dose 
of chloroform to herself Do you know 
what chloroform is ? A wonderful drug 
with which a Scotch doctor has made 
experiments, and which takes away all 
consciousness or feeling of pain. Well, 
Lisette will apply that when she hears 
steps coming, and will be found with her 
chloroformed handkerchief beside her." 

"And the Countess?" 

"She will be reviving soon." 

"What?" 

"Yes; Lisette put a handkerchief with 
chloroform over her face." 

"Lisette has few scruples." 

" Yes ; she is very devoted," the Princess " 
answered calmly. 

After a moment she added : " I am really a 
little sorry for the Baroness von Kirschenau. 
But there was no other way; we could 
not have chlorc/formed her." 

They stopped the carriage a little way be- 
yond the wishing-well, and De Saintr6, who 
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had his instructions, bade the man go on to 
the town, and order the delayed travelling 
chaise to meet him at a specific point on 
the other side of the forest. The driver 
was paid and departed, misuspicious, and 
the conspirators dived into the twilight of 
the wood. 

"You had better take my arm," said 
Ludovic, and she did so in silence. 

The path was very rough, and he felt 
tenderly at every step for the little feet 
within Felix Brock's heavy shoes. 

"Why did we not remember," he said 
suddenly, "to bring a pair of shoes for 
you ? " 

"Hush!" she murmured. "Don't talk. 
Who knows whether we are safe yet ? But 
oh, the happiness ! I could go barefoot, and 
dance with joy." 

The flutter of her voice at his ear, the 
warmth of her arm on his, the sweetness of 
this May evening, their isolation together in 
the midst of perils, combined to make a 
very paradise, "Let come what may," he 
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thought, "this is mine, and this is enough." 
And presently, as they walked side by 
side in silence, a nightingale broke into 
song. 
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CHAPTEE Vn, 

At the door of the farm stood Ursel, waiting 
and anxious. 

" Heaven be thanked ! " said she, as the 
fugitives reached the threshold. " Come in ; 
there is no one in the house." 

She led them up a dark stair to an attic, 
carefully shuttered and curtained, from 
which a straight ladder led through an 
open trap-door to a hay-loft. 

"If any one comes," said Ursel, "you 
will hear the dog bark. In that case, go up 
the ladder, close the trap, and hide in the 
hay." 

She lifted the little oil lamp, whose rays 
scarcely broke the darkness, and scrutinised 
the Princess carefully. The Princess bore 
the examination without any embarrass- 
ment; her clear grey eyes rested full on 

6 
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UrseFs. She was bareheaded now, and her 
cropped hair was ah^eady curling upward 
from her ears and neck. The beauty of her 
face, brought out very strongly by this 
boyish trim, was quite unspoiled by any 
touch of special consciousness. She had 
never indeed, in Ludovic's eyes, looked so 
fully a princess as she looked in this 
disguise. 

** Ah, heaven ! " sighed Ursel. " How 
like she is to her father ; how like the prince 
we all prayed for ! " 

*' D6sir6 Amadeus," said the Princess with 
a little smile. 

Ursel set down the lamp and turned to 
Ludovic. 

*' You had better change your clothes, sir, 
so that if by any chance a glimpse is caught 
of you, you may pass for one of us. My 
blessed husband^s best clothes are in the 
press. Come, and I will give them you." 

He followed, and the Princess was left 
alone in the dark attic, where she stretched 
herself in a great oak chair, and slipped her 
feet out of Felix's shoes. As she did so. 
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she heard the old clock, below, strike its 
slow seven. Seven was the dinner-hour at 
the castle. Now they would be finding out. 
Her thoughts wandered away to the Baroness 
von EJrschenau, some three hours now upon 
her journey. Herein, however, her imagina- 
tion was in error. The Baroness was at 
that moment descending, red with wrath, 
from a carriage at the castle gate. An 
hour and a half earlier her coach had stopped 
at the first stage, and as she looked, impatient, 
from the window, she heard herself greeted 
by name, and beheld a cousin of her son-in- 
law. He bore a tranquil countenance, and 
had evidently not been sent, as in her ap- 
prehension she had at first surmised, to 
break to her the worst. 

" Can you tell me how Marie is ? " she 
cried. " Is she still alive ? " 

"I saw her two days ago," the other 
replied. " She was at Altenstadt." 

Now Altenstadt was the home, not of 
Marie's husband, but of his parents, whereas 
the message had purported to come from 
her home. 
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" Was she going to remain there ? " asked 
the Baroness. 

" Yes, until Saturday." 

The Baroness looked dubious. 

" I am waiting here to meet my cousin 
Adalbert," pursued the cousin-in-law. " He 
comes from Altenstadt, and can tell you." 

The Baroness descended from her vehicle 
and waited, torn by conflicting emotions. 
Presently Coimt Adalbert rode up. He 
had left his sister-in-law early that morning 
in perfect health at Altenstadt. 

*'I have been deceived!" shrieked the 
Baroness, and turned without another word 
to resume her seat and her journey. 

She drove in hottest haste to the castle. 
She hurried into the Princess's dining-room. 
The meal was spread, the servants waiting, 
the chairs empty. In two minutes she was 
in the big saloon. The room was empty, so 
was the little white velvet room, so was the 
Princess's boudoir. 

She flung open the door of the Princess's 
sleeping-room ; an unfamiliar medical odour 
met her, and a shrill voice cried from a 
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tall cage : " D^sir^e, Duchess of Tou- 
louse ", 

Reclined in a deep chair lay the figure of 
a woman. For one sickening moment the 
Baroness thought that the Princess had 
poisoned herself. Then she perceived that 
this was the Countess Elsa, and that although 
she looked very ill, and seemed dazed and 
confused, she was certainly not dead, and 
not appa„,ntly dying. 

"Where is the Princess?" cried the 
Baroness fiercely. 

" I — don't — know," faltered the poor pale 
Countess. 

" D6sir6e, Duchess of Toulouse," screeched 
the parrot, which for its part had now 
entirely surmounted the effect of its narcotic 
pill. 

"Where is Lisette?" demanded the 
Baroness. 

" I don't know," answered the Coimtess 
again. 

The Baroness strode across to the maid's 
room. 

The faint, oppressive smell was here too, 
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and Lisette lay neatly spread upon the floor, 
with a crumpled handkerchief beside her. 

The Baroness flew to the bell in the 
boudoir, and rang peal upon peal. A crowd 
of servants came rushing up. There was a 
wild crossing of question and answer, out 
of which arose confusedly the history of 
Ludovic's visit and departure, but no light 
upon the disappearance of the Princess. 

The hasty summoning of a doctor and the 
despatch of a trembling rider with a message 
to the Prince Regent followed. Very soon 
the Countess Elsa was able to tell her tale, 
which was disappointingly bald. She had 
been called into the Princess's room, where 
she saw no one ; something had been flung 
over her head, and she knew nothing further. 

"The boy must be fetched," said the 
Baroness von Kirschenau, and a man was 
sent forth through the summer twilight to 
find Felix. 

Lisette shortly reviving was examined in 
her turn. M. de Saintr^, she said, had 
brought the boy, who had administered 
something to the parrot ; then M. de 
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Saintr^ had taken away the boy, the 
Princess had gone to her bedroom, and had 
sent for the Countess. Lisette herself was 
occupied at the moment with her cousin, 
who had come as usual to fetch her linen. 
After seeing her cousin downstairs, she had 
been on the point of going to ask whether 
the Princess wanted her when something 
dark came before her eyes, and she knew 
no more. The sentries, on being questioned, 
confirmed this tale. M. de Saintr^ had 
gone out with the boy, and the cousin had 
gone out with the bundle. No, it was not 
a bundle large enough to contain the 
Princess. Yes, the cousin was accustomed 
to come every fortnight or so. It did not 
occur to the Baroness to inquire whether 
any one had seen the arrival as well as the 
departure of the cousin. She contented 
herself with asking Lisette her address and 
despatching yet another messenger. Upon 
that score Lisette was easy. The cousin 
had her instructions. 

The Baroness proceeded to a careful in- 
spection of the Princess's wardrobe. The 
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clothes which she had been wearing were 
gone ; a bonnet and cloak were gone, and 
so were a good many jewels — the Felsenheim 
sapphires among them. 

The first event that befell the fiigitives 
was the safe arrival of Felix, who was 
instantly made to resume garments belong- 
ing to himself. His female disguise was 
hidden, together with the contents of his 
bundle and the ordinary costume of De 
Saintr^, in a secret cupboard behind a 
panel at the head of Ursers bed. 

Felix was sitting peaceably in the kitchen 
before a bowl of porridge when a loud 
barking announced the approach of the 
Baroness's envoy. 

" This is the beginning,** said the Princess 
D^sir^e. " We must retire to the loft." 

They did so, Ludovic mounting first and 
reaching down a guiding hand. When she 
was safely housed he unhooked and drew 
up the ladder and bolted the trap-door. 

At the end of the loft another trap led 
to a bam. In each gable was an unglazed 
loophole, and the rising moon threw in a 
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little light. They built a cave for them- 
selves with bundles of hay, and crept in. 

A horse was heard to stop before the 
door and a voice to ask whether Felix 
Brock lived here. 

Ursel no doubt replied that he did, but 
her voice did not reach them. 

" He must come back at once with me to 
the castle," said the messenger. '' The 
Princess is lost." 

They heard the shrill exclaims of Ursel, 
and then both seemed to pass into the 
house. 

" They will not come and search," said 
Ludovic. 

" No, not this time," said the Princess. 

Presently they heard the departure of 
the messenger with Felix, and a little later 
Ursel came up the fixed ladder from the 
barn to tell them that all was safe, and that 
she would bring them some supper. 

It was very late when Felix returned. 
The Prince Regent himself had cross- 
questioned him. He had seemed very 
angry, and had spoken so furiously to 
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the Baroness as to reduce her to tears. 
Lisette's cousin had been examined and 
had betrayed nothing. 

"To-morrow," said Ursel, nodding her 
head, ** I shall go down into the town and 
hear what is said" 

" Do so, my good Ursel," said the 
Princess in a sleepy voice. Her dark 
head had nodded once or twice, and the 
long lashes kept falling over the grey eyes. 

Ursel herself was still alert and wide- 
awake. 

"Come, sir," she said briskly, "you must 
go up to your loft. It is the best sleeping- 
place I can find for you. The Princess, 
poor little soul, must make shift with my 
attic." 

*' I would rather sleep to-night in your 
attic, my good Ursel, than in any palace in 
Felsenheim," the Princess replied drowsily. 
" Good-night, M. de Saintr6, and pleasant 
dreams." 

"My day has been a pleasant dream," 
he answered from the foot of the ladder. 

When he had gone up, Ursel fastened the 
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trap-door, remarking that if he woke early 
he could go down through the bam. Then 
she trimmed the lamp, paused a moment, 
and said in a low tone : — 

" He is the Duke of Toulouse, is he not, 
your Highness ? *' 

The Princess D6sir6e sat upright in her 
chair, her eyes wide open now. 

" What, Ursel?" 

" Nay, nay, I only thought so," said 
Ursel, a little discomfited, and she went 
away. 

The Princess D^sir^e awakened next 
morning to a little unfamiliar timbered 
room, a strip of sapphire blue sky, and a 
delicious odour of cofiee. Turning her eyes 
from the window, she perceived Ursel 
standing by her with a steaming cup. 

"Oh, Ureel, is it very late?" 

"It is past eight," said Ursel smiling. 
" It is not safe for you to sleep later." 

So the Princess arose and crept down to 
the big kitchen, where she found De Saintr6 
awaiting her. 

" Felix suggests," said he, " that we should 
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hide to-day in the woods. I think myself 
that they will very likely search the house 
here." 

" So be it," said the Princess ; " but I 
cannot undertake to walk far in Felix's 
shoes." 

"I will bring you a pair of shoes from 
the town," said Ursel. 

It was a little before nine when the 
fugitives set out, under the guidance of 
Felix. He led them by narrow paths. 
The leaves above met and parted and met 
again, like an embroidered pattern on the 
blue ribbon of the sky. They had agreed 
not to speak, but now and again the Princess 
looked back with a radiant smile. Soon 
they came to a vast tree, with a trunk that 
higher up separated into three. Felix 
stopped. 

"Here is the place," said he. "There 
is a sort of platform in the middle of that 
tree, where three or four people could sit 
and not be seen from below." 

He set his foot upon a low-growing branch 
and reached a hand to one above. 
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** But can you climb this tree ? " De Saintr^ 
said doubtfully to the Princess. 

"It seems I must," she answered cheer- 
fully. In a little whisper she added : " It 
won't be the first". 

Then she stooped, and divesting herself 
of Felix's shoes handed them to him, and 
bade him, in business-like tones : — 

**Put those in your pocket". 

With the aid of Felix, who preceded 
her, and of Ludovic, who followed, she 
achieved the ascent very creditably and 
with absolute composure. Ludovic began 
to perceive that circumstance would never 
be the master of this girl. She would 
have known how to behave like a queen 
if she had been picked, dripping, out of a 
muddy pond. 

When she reached the green platform in 
the middle of the tree she glanced round 
approvingly, and asked of Felix : — 

** Do many people know of this place ? " 

**My father, but he is away, and my 
sister, and Hans KraflFt." 

**Can Hans Krafft keep a secret?" 
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" If he knew it was your Highness's. All 
the peasants are for you." 

D^sir^e smiled, and her eyes shone. 

** But we won't tell him just yet, Felix," she 
said softly. ** And now you must go home, 
so that your grandmother may go into the 
town. When she gets back, you will come 
and bring us all her news." 

The boy slid, like a snake, to the ground, 
and ran light-footed down the narrow path. 
Softly, high up among the leaves, the two 
began to talk. 

" To think," said the Princess, '' that the 
climbing of trees should prove so useful an 
accomplishment ! It was Cecily's young 
brother, Leo, who taught me. There were 
two or three trees in Chatterton Park that 
I could go to the very top of." She spoke 
with a little regretful fall in her voice, and 
added pensively : '' But a white muslin frock 
isn't a good thing to climb trees in". 

Ludovic smiled, his mind possessed by 
the picture of a white frock and dark curls 
among the green oak boughs in Chatterton 
Park. 
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The Princess, shifting her position a little 
so as to face him, said : *' Ursel has a 
strange fancy about you. She thinks that 
you are the Duke of Toulouse." 

*' I ! '* exclaimed De Saintr^, with a face 
of the blankest amaze. 

**I suppose you are not," pursued the 
Princess. Her tone was resolutely careless, 
but he answered earnestly : — 

** Indeed I am not". 

She gave him one glance, and nodded her 
head slightly. Ludovic was left with a 
feeling of vague discomfort. 

**Did you think I was the Duke?" he 
asked after a minute. 

''I should never have thought of such a 
thing," she answered heartily, and he was 
content once more. 

*'I cannot help wondering," he ventured 
to say, by-and-by, **what you mean to do 
next." 

''I mean to wait for a pair of shoes in 
which I can walk." 

"I ask no more," said Ludovic a little 
formally. 
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She put out an appealing hand. '' No, no, 
please, don't be offended. The truth is that 
I am waiting. I don't really know yet how 
things stand. There is a pretty strong party 
for me even in Hohenstein, but it is much 
stronger in the coimtry. I shall have to 
find some way, within the next twenty-four 
hours, of seeing the Count von Adlersbm^. 
They knew that I was going to try and 
escape; they will make preparations. In 
two days, at latest, I shall hear. And 

then " her eyes grew wide, and the smile 

of battle came about her lips. 

"And then," said Ludovic, "there will 
be no place for me." 

Her face fell; she turned. "Won't 
you?" she said in a tone of profound 
disappointment. 

It was he who smiled now. 

" I thought you meant that you would 
have no further need of me." 

" There will never be a time when I shall 
not have need of my real friends," the 
Princess declared. " And besides " — she 
laughed a little — "just now, of all times, I 
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want men whom I have seen stand fire. 
When I walked downstairs yesterday behind 
you, and saw you march on so composedly 
with your shoulders square, and your pace 
even, I knew that you would go into battle 
just like that." 

Ludovic, much gratified, confessed to 
sinular thoughts of her. 

"Oh, but then it*s my battle," she 
answered, colouring a little. *' It would be 
a poor thing indeed to be a coward in one's 
own fight." 

There was a little silence. 

*' Somebody told me, M. de Saintr^," the 
Princess began, ** that you were a re- 
publican." 

" It is true," said De Saintr^, and the 
declaration made a greater call upon his 
courage than anything in their intercourse 
had yet done. 

She was looking at him gravely. 

"But if you were bom to a throne," she 
said, "and if all the institutions of your 
country were undemocratic, and the people 
not educated to self-government, and power- 
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fill autocratic neighbours were watching 
their chance to absorb your territory, should 
you think it right to give up your throne 
and to make a republic?" 

He paused and answered honestly: 
- No ! " 

'*I think with you," said the Princess. 
'* I think it would be deserting one's post. 
Here, in Felsenheim " 

She went on to speak at length of the 
laws and constitution of the Grand Duchy, 
of the extortion and misgovernment exist- 
ing, and of her own plans for reform. 

Ludovic listened, amazed at the clearness 
of her insight and the largeness of her grasp. 
*' It is a hard fight that you are setting out 
upon/* he said at last. 

**I know; and it is only by possessing 
the virtually unlimited power of the Grand 
Dukes here that I could ever hope to carry 
it through. So, you see, M. man camaradej 
there may be some good even in despotic 
monarchies, after all." 

"Ah, when you are the monarch," 
Ludovic permitted himself to say. *'But 
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after you may come another Friedrich 
Karl." 

She shook her head. "Oh!*' she said 
eagerly, " I don't mean that despotic power 
shall ever descend to any other ruler of 
Felsenheim." 

*'I see," said Ludovic, ''that our opinions 
on the subject have points of agreement." 

** And shall you think it your duty," she 
presently inquired, **to stir up eflforts to 
dethrone me?" 

*'That will depend upon the degree of 
fervour with which your Highness proclaims 
me instrumental in establishing you. If 
the Grand Ducal acknowledgments are very 
loud and public, you see, I should look 
rather foolish in trying to dislodge you." 

**I will found a special order for pre- 
servers of the throne, and you shall be its 
only recipient." 

The day grew towards noon; the birds 
fell silent, and the leaves were still upon 
their stalks. EecoUections came to Ludovic 
of the seriousness of this flight, and of the 
dangers that might be waiting for D6sir6e 
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to-morrow. The Princess's head drooped 
sideways, and her eyes closed. Presently 
they opened with a start. '• I thought I 
was falling oflfthe tree," she said. 

Her companion took oflF the Sunday coat 
of UrseFs lamented husband, and folded it 
into a cushion. She laid her ciu'ly head 
upon it, and in two minutes was sleeping 
the peaceful sleep of a little child. 

Ludovic sat feeling in himself that strange 
deepening of tenderness known to every 
woman who has ever bent over a child 
asleep. No step came near; no presence 
broke the silence of the woods. The sedate 
and philosophic heir of the Dukes of 
Aurillac sat perched like a bird m a tree, 
guarding the slumbers of the most wilful of 
princesses, and enjoying, in spite of all 
possibly impending dangers, a measureless 
content. 
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CHAPTEE Vni. 

The Princess D^sir^e opened her clear grey 
eyes and smiled at her guardian. 

" What time is it ? " she asked. 

" Nearing two. Would not your Highness 
like some food?" 

Oh, yes. What have we got ? " 
Bread, and goat's-milk cheese, and 
wine — and even two drinking-cups, out of 
deference to your Highness's rank — and a 
large sausage of inviting aspect." 

''Poor M. de Saintr6! How himgrily 
you say it ! And I have kept you waiting 
all this time for your dinner." 

" I was not impatient. I was glad to see 
you taking rest." 

" I can sleep," said the Princess, shaking 
a leaf or two out of her hair, ** at any hour, 
and also do without sleep if need be." 
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'*It is a soldierly quality. But indeed I 
begin to see that the Prince D6sir6 Amadeus 
is a soldier with whom any man might be 
glad to serve." 

*'It may come to that yet/' she said, 
suddenly grave. 

He paused a moment in his occupation 
of unpacking their frugal meal to glance at 
her resolute face. 

** And in your heart," he ventured to say, 
"that thought gladdens you." 

" No, not gladdens me, but it is true that 
there is a sort of fearful joy. Don't betray 
me, M. de Saintr6. But you know I can't 
help being the daughter of my great-grand- 
father and the niece of my great-uncle. 
Even the Duke of Hohenstein, you know, 
has done his share. But I have never con- 
fessed before, and the secret must be left 
here with the cheese-rinds." 

De Saintr6 had a moment's temptation to 
say that it would be left in his heart, but 
his good angel spared him the blush of that 
remembrance, and he uncorked the wine 
in silence. 
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Later in the afternoon Felix's signal 
sounded beneath the tree. They answered, 
and the lad came up. First of all he drew 
from under his jacket a pair of shoes, nailed 
indeed and buckled, but of very diflFerent 
weight and dimensions from his own. 

The Princess slipped into them her little 
stockinged feet, and contemplated the eflfect 
with a smile. '* When I am Grand Duchess 
of Felsenheim," she said, ** those shoes shall 
stand under a glass case in my dressing- 
room. And now, Felix, sit down and tell 
us your grandmother's news." 

" Two soldiers and a man in black came 
and searched the house.*' 

''Did they find anything?" 

The boy shook his head with a grin. 
" They say in the town that the Grand Duke 
is certainly dying. And some people believe 
that the Duke of Hohenstein has shut you 
up in a convent ; and the Duke of Hohen- 
stein's people are telling everybody that you 
have gone away with M. de Saintr6, to 
marry the French Prince. And the whole 
town is in an uproar — ^your Highness," he 
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concluded, with a jerk of sudden remem- 
brance. 

** M. de Saintr^," said the Princess, " will 
you come into the town with me as soon as 
it is dusk ? I must try and see my Mends 
there." 

"I am at the Prince's orders," Ludovic 
answered lightly, but their eyes had crossed 
in graver question and answer than their 
words. 

They descended from their nest and paced 
back sedately, one after the other, between 
the trees. Among the boughs, above, there 
was no shadow, but here and there, amid the 
lower leaves and stems, crept golden streaks 
of light. Ludovic felt that his exquisite 
day of holiday was over, and that action and 
peril stood next. His eyes were on the 
slim figure ahead ; his heart was divided 
between the fear of danger for her and the 
joy of sharing it with her. 

Arrived at the farm, the Princess took 
Ursel by the arm and vanished with her into 
the room of the secret cupboard. De 
Saintr6 was bidden to mount to the attic, 
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and there, ten minutes later, the Princess 
appeared before him absolutely transformed. 
She wore the dress of a work-girl of the 
city; her curls had disappeared under a 
smooth flaxen wig, and this change of set- 
ting gave to her complexion a look of 
high colour which made an impenetrable 
disguise. 

''Well?" she said, smiling at his face of 
amaze. 

^*Yes," he said slowly, "but " 

** But what ? " asked the Princess, contem- 
plating with interest the neat thimble-shaped 
bonnet which she held in her hand. 

'* Pardon me if I say it — ^you are so much 
too pretty. It is impossible that you should 
pass without remark." 

'* Oh ! " said the Princess, evidently 
startled. "Do you think so, Ursel?" 

**A young man is a better judge," said 
Ursel sententiously. " But yes, if you ask 
me, I think he is right." 

D6sir6e reflected for a moment with an 
air of doubt. Then : " Bring me a bit of 
burnt cork, Ursel," she said ; " and you, M. 
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de Saintr^, lend me the inner case of your 
watch for a looking-gla^s ". 

Ludovic obediently held up the open 
watch, and she frowned at it, drawing down 
the comers of her mouth. Delicately 
blackening her little finger, she set a faint 
downward touch at each side of her mouth, 
and the gentlest indication of a wrinkle 
between the brows. Then she put on the 
bonnet, and behold! the face within it, 
though still pretty, had a severity calculated 
to repel the most audacious. 

" Those are the wrinkles that I shall have 
when I am an old woman," she remarked, 
as she once more consulted Ludovic*s watch- 
case and tied her bonnet-strings into an 
accurate bow. "They will come earlier 
than they ought, because of the Baroness 
von Kirschenau, and every time I look in 
the glass I shall be more and more unable 
to forgive her." 

She broke into a dimpling smile, with the 
most bewilderingly incongruous eflfect. 

"My name," she pursued, "is Susanna 
Schutzmesser, of Basle, and I am a milliner 
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in search of occupation ; you are my brother 
Franz, and you were a banker's clerk in 
Paris. We shall get a less countrified dress 
for Herr Schutzmesser where we are going. 
Here are our two passports, which are quite 
genuine enough for any superficial inspec- 
tion ; and here our characters from a 
milUner and banker in Paris. Do you think 
you can keep up the part ? " 

" As long as no one offers me work in my 
own vocation." 

"Oh! no one can expect Herr Schutz- 
messer, fresh jfrom Paris, to be au courant 
of the German coinage. By the way, are 
you a good shot ? " 

" Pretty fair." 

She handed him a diminutive pistol, re- 
marking: "I can shoot, but I expect it 
would do better in your hands. And now, 
dear Ursel, auf Wiedersehen, and a thousand 
thanks." 

She took the old woman's two hands and 
looked at her with shining eyes. 

As for Ursel, her face twitched, her chin 
trembled, and she forbore to utter a word. 
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" You know I will take care of her/' said 
De Saintr6. 

She gave a fierce nod and turned away. 

Half an hour later the brother and sister 
Schutzmesser passed under one of the city 
gates — now just about to close for the night 
— into the streets of Hohenstein. 

As they passed along, a wandering glance 
or two explored the recesses of the bonnet, 
but encountering there a stem, unresponsive 
gaze, hastily withdrew ; and once or twice a 
passenger had turned to look again at a 
couple who seemed oddly assorted — the 
man so rustic in his dress, the woman so 
trimly urban. 

The Princess, her arm in Ludovic's, guided 
him silently through street after street, until 
they entered one, the aspect of which re- 
minded him of an aristocratic suburb in 
some old city of his own country. The 
streets were ill-lighted and absolutely empty. 
Straight walls, blank below and sparingly 
pierced with windows, rose sheer from the 
footpath, and here and there a wide arch- 
way penetrated the wall and permitted 
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a glimpse of a paved or planted inner 
court. 

The Princess stepped unhesitatingly into 
one of these arches of entry. A porter sat 
invisible in a niche. She murmured a word 
to him, and passed on into the court. As 
they went a whisper fluttered at Ludovic*s 
ear: "The word to use is Amadea". On 
the opposite side of the coiu't — which was 
surrounded by the body and wings of a 
palatial mansion, old and grey — a cloister 
ran beneath a carved balcony, and in one 
comer of the cloister a narrow archway 
gave admittance to a stone stair. The steps 
were dark, but a faint glimmer of light came 
from a bend above. 

The Princess had just set foot upon the 
bottom stair when the boom of a low deep 
bell floated out into the air above them. 
She stopped short, and her hand grasped 
Ludovic's. The slow vibration ebbed away 
in the quiet air. Still the Princess stood 
listening, with her foot upon the stair. 
Again the long deep note came eddying 
across the courtyard. 
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" It is the great cathedral bell," she whis- 
pered, " tolling for the Grand Duke." 

"Then here," said Ludovic, bending his 
knee to the stair at her foot, and lifting to 
his lips the little hand, " is the Grand Duch- 
ess of Felsenheim." 

She left her hand in his, and leaned back 
for a moment against the wall in silence. 
The shadow hid her face. 

** It is a heavy weight," she sighed ; and 
then : " I am glad it happened here, and 
not — not presently. It is good to stand 
quiet for a minute and to feel a friend's 
hand." Her voice changed to a note of 
infinite compassion. " My poor grandfather," 
she said. "He must have looked forward 
too, and meant to do so much, and had 
such hopes — and now " 

Her voice broke, and he felt the sob that 
ran through her. 

He held her hand fast in silence. Then : 
" I suppose," he said, " we all hope and try, 
and none of us fulfils his hope. But each 
hope starts from one step farther forward." 

The guarded generalities were cruelly 



THE FBINGESS DissnU&E. Ill 

difficult to him. Not words but caresses 
are the natural answer to tears. The 
momentary pause that followed was worse 
than the words, and he spoke again, building 
a barricade rather against his own emotions 
than against hers. 

"It is a great opportunity that comes into 
your hands,'' he said ; and as he said it, he 
saw the image of himself as the pedantic 
moraliser. 

The great knell tolled out again. They 
seemed to stand roofed in by its vibra- 
tion. 

" You are right," said the Princess. " It 
is a great opportunity; and I stand here 
wasting it. Come, let us go in." 
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CHAPTEE DL 

Five gentlemen of Felsenheim sat in an 
upper chamber, hearing the slow tolling of 
the cathedral bell, and looking upon each 
other with countenances of some perturba- 
tion. 

" If we only knew where she was," said 
the young Count Ernst von Eschler. 

His neighbour, Colonel Hillers, grave, 
taciturn and middle-aged, nodded. 

"We know where the enemy is," said 
Wolf von Perneck, in his gentle drawl. 
Von Perneck was always a little apathetic 
until the moment of actual emergency. 
The eager look which should have accom- 
panied his observation flashed, not jfrom his 
face, but from that of Conrad von Neus- 
tetten, who sat next him, a handsome, reck- 
less boy of hardly nineteen. 
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The fifth man, who was the acknowledged 
leader, was Waldemar von Adlersburg. 
He said nothing, and his face was calm. 

"Do you know where she is?" Eschler 
asked him impatiently. 

He shook his head. 

" Can't we fight for her without having 
her sitting by to look on ? " Pemeck asked, 
in the tone of a fashionable physician, 
soothing an irritable patient. 

Waldemar took fi'om his pocket, and laid 
upon the table, various papers. 

** With your permission," he said, speak- 
ing in the fiill grave tones of a singularly 
noble voice, **I will lay before you the 
precise state, as far as I know it, of our 
strength. I will then tell you " 

The door of the room was suddenly flimg 
open. Hermann von Adlersburg, the 
younger brother of Waldemar, was taking 
his turn to keep guard in the ante-chamber. 
He it was who had thrown wide the door, 
and his was the voice which now an- 
nounced : " The Grand Duchess of Felsen- 

heim ". 

8 
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A fair-haired young woman, trimly but 
humbly clad, stepped lightly into the room. 
A young man followed, whose build and all 
his movements were out of accord with his 
peasant dress. The conspirators stared at 
the pair in silence. 

The young woman, serenely lifting off her 
wig and bonnet, presented to their aston- 
ished eyes the cropped and curly head of 
the heiress of Felsenheim. 

Instantly there was a cry of jubilation, 
and she stood the centre of homage and 
acclaim. 

Ludovic, left outside the circle, felt it an 
enclosing barrier. Nobody, in the first 
moment, had eyes for him. It was she 
herself who, turning towards him, said: 
"This, gentlemen, is M. de Saintr^, who 
brought me boldly out of the castle in broad 
daylight, before the eyes of the guard, and 
to whose courage and coolness I owe it that 
I am here to-night". 

Eschler and Hillers, who knew De 
Saintr6, stepped forward to greet him, and 
he was presented in form to the others. 
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Hermann von Adlersburg was not in- 
cluded; he had closed the door upon his 
eagle face and resumed his watch. 

** Let us sit down," said the Grand Duch- 
ess, " and let me hear the contents of those 
papers." 

They sat down obediently, and there was 
a moment of embarrassed silence. She 
looked at them interrogatively, then her 
face changed a little. 

"I answer for M. de Saintr^ as for my- 
self," she said proudly. 

Ludovic saw or fancied the fall of a 
shadow on some of the faces. 

Waldemar read aloud the papers ; a pro- 
cession of unknown names, some belonging 
to men and some to places, crossed the field 
of De Saintr^'s hearing. In the midst of 
these statements an hour struck. Conrad 
von Neustetten rose quietly and went from 
the room, and, a moment later, Hermann von 
Adlersburg entered and took the vacant seat. 

The Princess now and again put a quick 
question ; her intent face seemed to review 
and balance every word. 
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" And what course of action," she asked 
at last, **do you advise?" 

The question seemed a general one. 
Waldemar was in no haste to reply, and it 
was Hermann who spoke eagerly: — 

'* In my judgment, your Highness should 
go forth this very night, take possession of 
the town hall, and declare yourself Grand 
Duchess ". 

'•^Take possession' is easily said," re- 
marked Ernst von Eschler. 

"The troops from Kirschenwald and 
Langenau could be brought up — how soon ? " 
she asked. 

*' In eight-and-forty hours." 

*' I suppose," she was looking at Walde- 
mar for her answer this time, "no one 
knows what the Duke of Hohenstein really 
believes as to my whereabouts ? " 

'* He professes to think that your High- 
ness has gone with M. de Saintr^ to join 
the Duke of Toulouse." 

" There is no suspicion that M. de Saintr^ 
has not really gone ? " 

" I believe, none at all." 
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She ruminated. 

''There seem," she said at last, "to be 
two com'ses : either to act now, this horn*, 
or to wait for some days without any sign 
at all. The Duke will think that if I am at 
hand I shall come forward at once. If 
three or four days go by, he will begin to 
think that I am really out of the country, 
and will be unprepared for a rising here.'* 

" That is quite my opinion," said Walde- 
mar, and De Saintr6 noticed that Hermann 
scowled. 

" The Grand Duchess might very fittingly 
make her first appearance at the Grand 
Duke's funeral," Pemeck remarked. 

"You are right, Count," the Princess 
answered eagerly. 

"We give them time to play the first 
card," murmured Colonel Hillers, speaking 
for the first time. 

She gave a little nod, then her eyes 
travelled slowly round the circle, and she 
said gravely : " In such an enterprise there 
must be a leader, and the most experienced 
among us is the Count of Adlersburg. 
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Will you undertake the responsibility, 
Count ? " 

Waldemar bowed silently. 

**Then I, for one/' said she, "will be 
ready to obey your directions. Please 
instruct me ; where do you propose to 
conceal M. de Saintr^ and myself ? " 

"Your Highness has not been seen to 
come into this house ? " 

"I believe not." 

*' Then it might be safest if you would 
consent to remain. My sister is here. 
Perhaps — perhaps your Highness would be 
willing to pass as her attendant ? " 

'* Certainly. And M. de Saintr^ ? " 

" M. de Saintr6 must not, of course, be 
seen. Perhaps you also, monsieur, would 
consent to pass for one of my sister's house- 
hold ? " 

" Very willingly,'' Ludovic answered, fore- 
seeing some further days, at least, under the 
same roof with the Priixcess D6sir6e. 

He found himself a little nettled at the 
way in which these Germans took for 
granted that there was no active work for 
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him. In the woods, in the hay-loft, in the 
jostling streets of Hohenstein, he had been 
everything. Here and now he was nothing. 
The talk went on, but no one appealed to 
him; there were moments when the very 
sound of the German tongue revolted him, 
and when he seemed to himself immeasur- 
ably remote and alien. Again, there were 
moments in which the little dark head, the 
grave large eyes, and meditative lips, had 
all the sweet familiarity of use and wont, 
and were^ at one with himself, apart from all 
these babblers. 

At last the talk came to an end. Walde- 
mar arose, and begged the two fugitives to 
accompany him to his sister. 

The widowed Princess of Waldeneck, 
bom Amalia von Adlersburg, had retmned, 
upon her late consort's expulsion from his 
small but agreeable principality, to the land 
of her birth, and now spent most of her 
time, surrounded by an elaborate and courtly 
etiquette, in the ancestral castle of Adlers- 
burg. At the moment, however, sho 
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chanced to be paying a hasty visit to Hohen- 
stein, and to be occupying a suite of apart- 
ments in her brother's town house. Such 
visits were always performed under a strict 
incognito, because the Prince Regent of 
Felsenheim did not receive her with royal 
honours. 

To this lady's presence the Grand Duchess 
and Ludovic were now conducted. She 
proved to be a tall and stately person, who 
united to the features of her brother 
Hermann a dignified insolence quite her 
own. Her curtsy to the Grand Duchess 
was of an incredible profundity; every 
crease of her stiff gown proclaimed the re- 
spect of the deposed Princess of Waldeneck 
for the reigning sovereign of Felsenheim. 
To Ludovic de Saintr^ she gave a slight 
inclination of the head, magnificently con- 
descending, and Ludovic felt that there 
must have been enmity between some 
Adlersburg and some AuriUac, as long ago 
as the crusades. 

Waldemar explained the position. 

*' The Grand Duchess of Felsenheim/' hi^ 
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sister said, in a deep voice, "can surely 
command what she will under the roof of 
an Adlersburg." 

The young Grand Duchess, with an air 
hardly less stately than the Princess of 
Waldeneck's own, bowed an acknowledg- 
ment. 

*' To-morrow/* said she, " I must beg your 
Highnesses assistance in procuring mourning 
for me. For to-night, I think rest is the 
next thing." 

**I will conduct your Highness at once 
to your room," said the elder lady. 

They disappeared, and Ludovic tmned 
at once to Waldemar. 

"Herr von Adlersburg, now that we are 
alone, let me say a word to you of my own 
position. I came here to please my family, 
and with only the vaguest notions of M. 
de la Ferronni^re's mission. As soon as I 
learned the nature of that intrigue I resolved 
to have no hand in furthering it, and seized 
the first opportunity to inform the Princess 
of it. I am in no sense bound — far from 
it — to the existing French Government, I 
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am perfectly free, and it is my very earnest 
desire to be actively serviceable to the cause 
of the Grand Duchess." 

** You have been serviceable to it already, 
M. de Saintr^, in a very high degree, and 
every loyal Felsenheimer owes you a debt 
of gratitude. For the moment, however, you 
will no doubt see how important it is that 
you should remain in concealment, and I 
am sure that you will not permit any natural 
impatience to blind you to that necessity." 

Ludovic had the sensations of a reluctant 
schoolboy put upon his honour by a discern- 
ing pedagogue. He carried his discontent to 
his couch, where it abode with him, mitigated 
a little by the day's memories, and by the 
touch of a silken handful of curls. 
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CHAPTEK X. 

LuDOVic sat next day copying papers in the 
light of a carved mediaeval window. Behind 
him, at a large table, sat the Princess of 
Waldeneck and the Grand Duchess. The 
table had been occupied during the morning 
by innumerable samples of black stuffs. This 
afternoon the Grand Duchess sat actively 
engaged with her needle, and surrounded 
by billows of blackness. There were details 
indicating, in the code of the Court milliner, 
a severity of family affliction which it was 
judged dangerous to order from any dress- 
maker or to entrust to any servant. As the 
ladies sewed they talked, or rather the 
Princess of Waldeneck talked, and the Grand 
Duchess gave an answer whenever civility 
absolutely demanded. 
*' It is one great advantage for a female 
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sovereign," the elder lady remarked, **that 
she has the opportunity of permanently 
securing a real helper for her country and 
herself." 

She paused. The young female sovereign 
addressed made no observation, and the 
oracle continued. 

*'A prince can at the best secure to 
himself, by marriage, allies and family 
connections. A princess can secure a 
partner for all her cares of State, at once 
her Prime Minister and her Commander- 
in-Chief." 

** Such a paragon is not always available," 
said D6sir6e. 

The Princess preserved a significant 
silence, and Ludovic, compelled to overhear 
every word, found it difficult to maintain 
impartial feelings towards Waldemar von 
Adlersburg. 

'' To a woman of royal mind," the Princess 
presently continued, '* it must be a great joy 
thus to strengthen her throne." 

*'Is it not true, however," said D6sir6e, 
'• that women rulers have in fact more often 
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weakened than strengthened their position 
by their marriages ? " 

The Princess drew herself up. 

'* There have been fools/' she said severely, 
'•even upon thrones." 

" And Queen Elizabeth, of England, who 
passes for about the most successful, 
wouldn't marry at all. I was always taught 
that that was a great mark of wisdom in 
her.'' 

Ddsir^e spoke slowly and smoothly, pois- 
ing her head sideways to observe the effect 
of her work, and appearing more absorbed 
in that than in the conversation. 

The Princess hesitated a moment. 

" Queen Elizabeth, yes," she said. '* While 
she lived, that did very well ; but there's the 
question of succession. Her enemy's son 
succeeded her." 

There was a brief pause. 

"Here in Felsenheim," the Princess im- 
pressively resumed, " the sons of the Duke 
of Hohenstein would succeed you. Can 
your Highness doubt that your subjects 
would reckon upon it, and make their court 
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to them even in your Highness's lifetime? 
Why, the knowledge is enough to paralyse 
any efforts on your behalf." 

" The question," said the Grand Duchess, 
" will undoubtedly have to be considered if 
ever I am firmly established on the throne. 
At the moment, and in the midst of this " — 
she pointed to the sable array before them 
— "any public step would hardly be de- 
cent." 

" No, oh no ! certainly not. But it is 
always well to consider." 

D6sir6e appeared to follow this advice, 
for she remained some two or three minutes 
silent, and then said, in a voice of innocent 
discovery : — 

"I might marry my eldest cousin, Fer- 
dinand ; he is not quite three years younger 
than I am ". 

The face of the lady of Waldeneck was 
hidden from Ludovic, but he heard the 
creaking of her silks as she drew herself up 
in her chair, and it was a full quarter of an 
hour before she spoke again. 

Not once that day was Ludovic alone 
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with the Grand Duchess, not once was 
there the possibility of a confidential word 
between them. He sat by, silent, a well- 
conducted secretary, while Waldemar made 
her a long report. He learned that the 
funeral was fixed for the ensuing Tuesday, 
and that the Duke of Hohenstein had 
publicly and officially despatched a courier 
to his niece at Paris. No active movement 
was to be made until after the funeral. 
Three long days of dulness stretched im- 
measurable before him. But at dusk that 
evening an unexpected relaxation came. 

Walking up and down the covered 
balcony, he was joined by Wolf von 
Pemeck. 

"You did not remember me last night, 
M. de Saintr6," said he, **but I remembered 
you. I met you last Sunday at a supper 
of the Duke of Hohenstein's guard." 

"I am afraid," said Ludovic, **that my 
anxiety to learn the opinions of others, and 
to conceal my own, made me a little un- 
observant of the company." 

" There were boisterous spirits, too,*' said 
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Von Pemeck, "who overshadow the slow 
of speech ; and my ignorance prevented 
my taking part in the discussion of MUe. 
Lisette." 

" Mile. Lisette/* De Saintr^ retmned with 
some heat, " was the Princess's maid, and 
her messenger to me." 

Perneck nodded slowly. 

"You played your part very well/' said 
he. 

" I can assure you I played it with very 
little enjoyment." 

Perneck nodded again. 

"I envy your position," he said after a 
moment. 

Ludovic stopped short, interrogative, a 
little ruffled, ready enough to relieve the 
whole day's irritation by a quarrel. 

" You are the only one among us," Wolf 
proceeded, in his slow, placid voice, " who 
is totally unsuspected by the other side." 

Ludovic listened, open-eyed. 

" You will never be employed, however," 
the calm voice went on. " The Adlersburgs 
will not give the beau rdle to you — or, in- 
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deed, to any other man. It is much if they 
do not fight each other for it." 

" Surely Count Waldemar is honest " 

"Oh, quite! But he means to be the 
saviour of this throne himself And as for 
Hermann " — he paused a little. " Hermann 
thinks he loves the Princess — the Grand 
Duchess I should say. There will be 
trouble, and perhaps tragedy, if she marries 
Waldemar." 

"Does she think of that, do you sup- 
pose ? " 

" Who knows what she thinks ? She is a 
brave soul, and can keep her own counsel." 

They stood leaning over the balcony, look- 
ing out on the flagged courtyard. Pemeck 
drew a long breath, and lifted his elbows 
from the balustrade. They paced the 
balcony in silence once or twice. 

" I like that little Princess," said Pemeck 

abruptly. ** She is brave and clear-sighted ; 

she has the stuff of a man in her, and I 

should like her to have a man's chance. I 

want her to be king here, not Waldemar 

von Adlersburg, though I own that he 

9 



180 THE FBINOESS DIAsXRAb. 

would be a better king than one in a thou- 
sand." 

"How would the marriage be accepted 
by the Grand Duchy at large?" 

" Of course we should be divided. That 
part of the nobility which hangs together 
with the Adlersburgs would hope to gain 
by it. And, of course, those who have 
always rather envied the Adlersbui^s would 
resent it. And, of course, any marriage 
would strengthen her position by setting up 
a barrier against the Hohensteins — and 
there are such a lot of Hohensteins," he 
added pensively. 

Again they made their sentinel walk in 
silence. 

"Do you want to see her marry Walde- 
mar ? " Perneck asked softly and languidly. 

Ludovic felt the blood rush to his face in 
the darkness. There was a perceptible 
pause. 

"No," he said briefly. 

Perneck made no observation. 

"I have promised obedience to Walde- 
mar," the gentle voice began again presently. 
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" I am going to keep it — in the letter. But 
if"— his voice grew slower and slower— -if 
any one else who is not so bound should 
take any rash step which showed any 
chance of succeeding, my obedience would 
not deter me — ^the step being once inevit- 
ably taken — from doing everything to help 
its success. And you, M. de Saintr6, 
unless I am greatly mistaken, are a man of 
courage and resolution." 

Ludovic made no answer. The possibility 
had naturally occurred to him that he was 
merely being sounded in the interests of 
Waldemar. But he was not, at the moment, 
particularly in love with prosperity for him- 
self, and cared little enough whether he lost 
or retained the favour of this Felsenheim 
nobleman. In no case could Felsenheim be 
an abode for him when once D6sir6e was 
safely crowned and married. 

On the other hand, what Perneck said 
had truth in it. There was, or rather there 
might be, an opportunity to serve her once 
more, and even more signally. It was with 
happier thoughts that he awaited the dawn- 
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ing of Sunday morning, and looked back 
with amazement upon the Sunday a week 
before, when the Princess's parrot had not 
yet begun to be taken ill 

The well-regulated household of Adlers- 
bui^ went forth to church next mommg, 
but the secretary and seamstress of the 
Princess of Waldeneck remamed at home, 
being, as it was understood, of the Lutheran 
persuasion. Ludovic sat alone in the 
recess of a great window looking out upon 
a garden, and meditating a slowly shaping 
scheme. A light step came behind him, 
and he saw the Grand Duchess. She held 
out her hand with a kind smile. 

" At last, my friend," she said, " here is a 
little holiday for us.'* 

She sat down on the stone window seat, 
and motioned to him to sit by her. Her 
dark head rested against the carved stone- 
work ; she was looking pale, he thought, 
and weary. 

'' Oh, M. de Saintr6," said she, '' do you 
wonder that the Waldeneckers turned out 
the husband of the Princess Amalia ? " 
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He smiled and shook his head. 

" It would hardly be worth while, would 
it, to get rid of the Baroness von 

Kirschenau in order ' She stopped. " I 

am ungrateful," she said, changing her 
tone. "And, moreover, I am wasting 
time. Now the house is empty it is safe 
to go into the garden. Will you come 
with me, brother Franz?" 

"I am at your orders," he answered 
joyfully. 

They went down, and strolled slowly 
along a shady walk. 

"Oh, the sweet air!" said the Grand 
Duchess. "Is it indeed only two days 
ago that we sat in Felix*s tree ? Do you 
not feel as if you had been a week in 
prison ? " 

" A month," said De Saintr6. 

" Oh," said the Princess, suddenly raising 
her arms, "I must get my wings, I must 
get my wings!" 

Ludovic said nothing. Her cry seemed 
to open a door, through which he saw, all 
at once, what he could do to set her free. 
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He saw, too, with a sweet and vivid percep- 
tion, that to no other person in that house 
— ^perhaps to no other person in the world 
— would she have sufltered that outcry to 
escape her. " If things were otherwise," 
his heart whispered, "if things were only 
otherwise, she might have loved me." 
The temptation to utterance was almost 
overwhelming. Waldemar's suit was 
being pressed, and it was bitter indeed 
to stand by silent. Perhaps a word 
of real love, such as sounds but seldom 
in the atmosphere of thrones, might 
startle her awake. He held himself 
back, however, and the word remained 
unspoken. 

**Your Highness," he began presently, 
but she stopped him. 

" It is one advantage," she said, " of this 
disguise that we may speak without court 
forms. You know that to you they are 
meaningless." 

He was conscious of a vague inner protest, 
for indeed he was ready enough to yield to 
her the forms of homage, but the enterprise 
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of explaining this was too dangerous and 
difficult. 

" Well ? " she said, waiting for the speech 
which she had interrupted. 

"I had a petition to make." 

She smiled upon him a ftdl bright smile. 

" Well ? " 

" It is that if I were to be imprisoned or 
to lose my life in what might seem like an 
attempt to betray you, you should believe 
that I never failed for a moment in faith to 
you." 

She paused, her clear large eyes fixed full 
on his face. 

"M. de Saintr6," she said, her voice 
deepening; and she stopped. To Ludovic 
the pause was anguish. 

"This is not your country," she said, 
" nor your cause. Why should your life be 
risked for it? France may ask it of you 
one day ; France has the right, but not I." 

**You have not answered me," Ludovic 
said in a low voice. 

" Answered you ? Whether I doubt you? 
Oh, M. de Saintr6, do you take me for a 
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stone ? The sun in Heaven is not a surer 
thing to me than your truth. But — ^but 
leave Felsenheim to fight its own battles." 

"You said, on Friday, that there would 
never be a time when you did not need real 
friends." 

" Yes, and that is why I don*t want my 
real friends killed," she flashed back upon 
him. 

They had come to an old stone bench. 
She sank down upon it. Ludovic stood, 
looking at her. 

"What is Felsenheim, after all?" she 
said, letting her hands drop. 

Then a temptation assailed De Saintr6, 
Why should she be left here to struggle? 
Why not urge her to give it up, to come 
back with him, to be Duchess of Aurillac, a 
happy woman, peaceful and beloved ? But 
his courage failed him. He found himself 
afraid to face the waking up of the soldier 
in her, the scorn with which she would 
reject a proposal to desert her post. The 
demon therefore whispered another sugges- 
tion. Why not tell her that if she failed, if 
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Felsenheim were dragged from her by the 
grim Friedrich Kari, there would still be 
his love and that place waiting for her? 
But he perceived in that the meanness, 
the parade of a conditional generosity, the 
implicit petition for a reward if she suc- 
ceeded. 

What he did say was : " That is a ques- 
tion which the Prince Amadeus will not ask 
when he hears the first trumpet". 

He sat down on the stone bench a little 
away from her, resisting his immense desire 
to touch her. 

"It is not Felsenheim for you, but you 
for Felsenheim," he ventured to say. 

She looked at him. Some thought 
trembled on her lips and died unspoken. 

"I know," she said briefly. 

Her face was very grave. 

**You will not go away to do anything 
dangerous without warning me ? " 

"No." 

" And if — ^and if I promise you that 

if I gain my Grand Duchy I will rule it as 
you would be glad to see it ruled. I believe 
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that gives you more pleasure than anything 
else I could say." 

" It gives me very great pleasure," Ludo- 
Vic answered. "But, indeed, you are taking 
things too seriously. I have the fullest hope 
of sitting at your coronation feast. But if 
not, the next best thing is to have helped 
to bring it. What ! will you think it a 
hard lot for a man to be killed in a good 
cause ? " 

" I think all lots are hard that are worth 
choosing. At least, M. de Saintr6, do not 
fall into rashness, which, you know, is 
bravado, and therefore vulgar, and quite 
unfit for a descendant of the crusaders." 

He followed her lead, eager to leave the 
perilous borderland of half-confidences. 
"For that matter, I suppose nine men in 
ten are descendants of the crusaders." 

*' I will not be corrupted by your repubU- 
canisms, M. de Saintr6. Come, let us go 
quite round the garden by way of this quiet 
avenue, and then back into the house. The 
Princess of Waldeneck will be home very 
soon." 
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They walked on. 

"Do you know," said she, "I have 
thought of a really good plan? It is to 
marry my cousin, Ferdinand, to Waldemar 
von Adlersburg's daughter." 

" Daughter ! " 

" Did you not know he had a daughter ? " 

" I did not think him married." 

**He is a widower. Ludmilla must be 
nearly fourteen, and Ferdinand, I think, is 
seventeen. All Felsenheim owes much to 
Count Waldemar, and may owe more. It 
would please him to see his daughter Grand 
Duchess." 

^' But would it be well looked upon if the 
heir of the Grand Duchy married a lady not 
of royal descent ? " 

The question was not altogether candid ; 
he had the father in his thoughts rather 
than the daughter. 

" But she is of royal descent. They were 
independent sovereigns till Frederick the 
Great tm*ned them out. And as to descent, 
they trace direct from Charlemagne. There 
is no nobler family in Europe. And few 
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nobler men," she added dispassionai 
"than Count Waldemar." 

Ludovio made a vigorous effort to 
something just and generous, but his 
ousy made too strong a resistance, anri 
only succeeded in holding his tongue. 

They hardly spoke again. 
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OHAPTEE XI. 

In the afternoon there was a meeting of the 
six leaders. Ludovic had not been invited 
to attend it, but when it had been sitting a 
few minutes Von Pemeck came to summon 
him. 

" The Grand Duchess asked for you," he 
informed him. 

De Saintr6 followed obediently, and sat 
silently observant. Especially was his mind 
occupied by the Adlersburg brothers. Her- 
mann's was the head of the nobler birds of 
prey, proud, swift, keen, and ruthless. The 
remote progenitor from whom the " Eagle- 
mount" was named must surely have had 
the same profile. Waldemar, like enough 
to his brother for easy recognition, was one 
step nearer the normal. The lines and 
masses were squared and straightened, the 
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whole form a shade or two heavier. In no 
detail was the diflFerence striking, but it 
sufficed, on the whole, to make Waldemar's 
the head of a born leader. 

" To-morrow evening, then," said Walde- 
mar, **your Highness will remove to the 
house opposite to the cathedral. It is 
already being quietly filled with picked 
soldiers. Von Pemeck will take command 
there. On Tuesday, at ten minutes to 
twelve, I propose to present myself at the 
town hall, carrying with me an order 
written and signed by your Highnesses own 
hand, and instructing the officer in command 
to attend your Highness instantly with his 
regiment as a guard of honour. If he obeys, 
and I think he will. Colonel Hillers will, 
during the ceremony, take possession of the 
town hall; and, on leaving the cathedral, 
your Highness will take the royal carriage 
used by the Duke of Hohenstein on arrival, 
and drive immediately to the town hall, 
bringing the Duke with you if possible." 

The Grand Duchess listened gravely. 

"Yes," she said, "I think it promises 
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well. How, if the officer refuses to 
come ? " 

" Hillers and I attack him in overwhelming 
force while the funeral proceeds." 

"Yes," said D6sir6e again. "Who is in 
command there?" 

**Freiherr von Emsen." 

" Oh ! Yes, I think, in that case, he will 
obey. Hen" von Eschler takes charge of 
the north city gate; Herr von Neustetten 
joins the Langenau contingent in the forest. 
Good. And your brother, what post does 
he take?" 

" I remain where your Highness remains," 
said Hei-mann fiercely. 

She looked at him with a curious remote- 
ness. 

^*Have you ordered that?" she asked, 
after a moment, of Waldemar. 

** I have permitted it," said Walde- 
mar. 

Ludovic saw the flame leap to Hermann's 
face, and saw the words of anger arrested 
on his very lips by the stem gaze of the 
Grand Duchess, He remembered the words 
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of Von Perneck : " There will be tronbl 
perhaps tragedy". 

"And M. de Samtr6?" Waldema] 
doubtfully, after a moment. Wali 
was always scrupulous to mark the pc 
of Ludovio as a guest over whom he h 
jurisdiction. 

"M. de Saintr6," the Grand Di 
replied promptly, " had better underta 
command, not because he is unequal 
but because he is unknown to those 
would be under him." 

Waldemar nodded grave assent. 

"Perhaps," said Wolf von Pemeck, 
de Saintr^ will consent to serve witl 
I shall have need of an adequate lieutei 

"I shall be very willing," said Lu 

" So be it then," said Waldemar. 

The meeting over, Pemeck put hii 
through that of his new officer, and let 
away to a small high turret, whence a 
part of the town was visible. There t 
narrow windows he expounded the 
scheme. Ludovic looked, and listene( 
understood. 
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" But the odds," he remarked, *'are heavy 
against us." 

"They are," said Perneck. 

The two men looked at each other. Von 
Pemeck smiled, and neither at that time 
said anything further. 

Monday was a day of rain and of distant 
thimder. In the town, workmen were busy 
afllxing black draperies ; in the house, the 
Grand Duchess and the Princess of Walde- 
neck sewed assiduously at yards of black. 
Over the whole province lay a breathless 
cloud of suspense. 

About eight o'clock in the evening, the 
Swiss seamstress of the Princess made 
a modest removal in a hired conveyance 
to her new quarters, taking with her a 
trunk of dimensions suited to her supposed 
station, and the French secretary, her 
brother. 

As they jolted through the stony street, 

Ludovic said : " I promised to tell you before 

I took any dangerous step. I am about to 

take it to-night." 

She sat absolutely silent ; but presently, 

10 
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when the vehicle stopped, she caught his 
hand and pressed it hard. 

The driver, who concealed under a large 
coat and a formless hat the person of 
Perneck, alighted and opened the house 
door. The Grand Duchess passed in. Wolf 
and Ludovic lifted down the trunk and 
followed her, and another man came from 
within, mounted the box and drove away. 

The Grand Duchess went to her apart- 
ment, where Lisette was waiting for her. 

Von Perneck and De Saintr6 went into 
a little room on the ground floor. De 
Saintr6 took from his pocket a letter and 
laid it before his captain. It ran thus : — 

" Dear Kurt, 

" I am back in Hohenstein, and 
waiting to see you. The Princess D6sir6e 
is neither in France nor in Frankfort. She 
is here. If the Prince Eegent will trust him- 
self to me alone, I will undertake to bring 
him to her. But I could not undertake to 
introduce a second person. You will, I 
am sure, understand that I am running 
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great personal risk in this matter. I shall 
trust to the future ruler of Felsenheim to 
repay me. 

" LUDOVIC DE SaINTR^ ". 

" You propose to carry that, yourself, at 
once?" said Perneck. 

"With your permission." 

**By all means." 

He reached down a cloak and a sword. 

" It is a bare chance," said he. " There's 
no German living who could induce Friedrich 
Karl to walk into that trap. And see here, 
De Saintr6, if you find you have to lie, lie 
boldly. If the unpleasant leap has to be 
taken, it is a pity to miss it by hesitation 
on the brink." 

"I will do my best," said Ludovic, 
buckling the sword-belt. 

He went out into the wet and noisy 
cathedral square, and in five minutes was 
at the entrance of the Duke of Hohenstein's 
palace. 

He handed his note to a porter, bidding 
him have it delivered instantly. 
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A minute or two later, Kurt von Kleist 
came flying down the wide staircase. "It 
is you!" he cried. "Come with me at 
once." 

He hurried De Saintr6 into a little bare 
room, containing no single object which had 
not a military purpose. 

**Is it true?" he cried. "How did you 
find out ? Tell me all about it." 

"Kurt," said Ludovic sternly, "you are 
wasting precious time. Take that letter 
instantly to the Duke. To-night I can take 
him to the Princess ; to-morrow I may not 
be able." 

Kurt, a little abashed, departed. 

Returning with a grave fece, he led De 
Saintr6 to the presence of the Duke of 
Hohenstein. 

Friedrich Karl, wearing his usual imiform, 
was sitting before his writing table, in a 
room hardly larger than Von Kleist's, and 
almost as bare. He fixed his hard eye on 
Ludovic, and waved his hand to Kurt, who 
withdrew. 

"Now, M. de Saintr6," said the Duke, 
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tapping the paper before him with im- 
patient fingers, " is this true ? " 

" Absolutely true," answered Ludovic. 

" How do you know ? " 

" I have been acting as French secretary 
to one of the conspirators." 

** To whom ? " 

"To the Princess of Waldeneck. Her 
Highness the Princess D6sir6e has been 
staying with her." 

" So ? Is she with her now ? " 

" No." 

" Where is she ? " 

" I have taken an oath not to say." 

" An oath? Fool ! Tell me where she is." 

"How could your Highness believe me 
if I were to break this oath ? " 

" But you say you will take me to her ? " 

"If your Highness commands." 

" Alone ? " 

"Alone." 

"May one of my guards follow, to give 
an alarm if I stay too long ? " 

"Yes, Kurt von Kleist." 

" Why he, rather than another ? " 
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"Another, if your Highness wills. But 
I warn your Highness that the party for 
her Highness the Princess is stronger than 
perhaps your Highness guesses. Even your 
own guards are not all to be trusted." 

The Duke fell into silence. 

" Will you hold yourself ready, sir," said 
he, " if a sufficient escort is provided you, 
to set out with the Princess, this very night, 
perhaps, for Frankfort? The Duke of 
Toulouse is still at Frankfort, I presume ? " 

" I believe so." 

" Well, will you be ready ? " 

De Saintr6 paused a moment. 

" If a sufficient escort is provided, I will 
be ready," he answered. 

The Duke rose and opened the door. 

"Von Kleist!" said he. Von Kleist 
came in. " You will attend me, immediately. 
We will go out by the private gate. When I 
enter a house, you will stand and watch. 
If I do not return in twenty minutes, 
you will follow these orders." 

He wrote a few hasty lines and handed 
them to Von Kleist. Ludovic had a convic- 
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tion, strong as if he had read them, that 
they contained an instruction not to wait so 
long as twenty minutes. 

The three men passed out through the gar- 
den of the palace, where, though the actual 
rain was over, drops were falling slowly from 
the wet bushes upon the wet path. Beyond 
the garden, all the pavements were wet and 
the lamplight was reflected from muddy 
pools in the roadway. 

" Go first, M. de Saintr6," said the Duke. 

Ludovic paced on, hearing the double step 
behind him. 

Opposite to the house in the cathedral 
square he paused. 

" Is it here ? " said the Duke. 

"It is here." 

"Wait in the cathedral porch," said the 
Duke ; and Von Kleist drew back. 

De Saintr6 struck thrice upon the door of 
the house, and it was opened by a man 
muffled in a large coat, and wearing a hat 
pulled over his brows. 

" Friends ! " said Ludovic, and began to 
mount the stairs. 
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At a door on the second floor he paused, 
knocked, and receiving no answer, entered. 
The room was empty. He crossed it, the 
Duke following, and noiselessly opened a 
door into a room beyond. 

The Princess D6su^e was sitting here 
alone, in her plain black dress. She started 
up in genume astonishment. 

" What ? " she cried. 

" The Duke of Hohenstein," De Saintr^ 
said, " has come to see your Highness." 

" You can leave us, sir," said the Duke. 

De Saintr6 did so, and rushed downstairs 
to Perneck. 

"Von Kleist is waiting," he cried, "in 
the cathedral porch. He must be secured." 

"It is done," returned Perneck calmly; 
"I watched you coming. He is safely 
stowed. Have you left the Grand Duchess 
alone? Let us go up. He is capable of 
shooting her." 

They hurried up. 

" Now go in," said Perneck. " Tell her I 
am asking to see her. I will have the outer 
room filled with soldiers," 
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De Saintr6 went into the room. Uncle 
and niece were standing opposite each other, 
speaking quietly enough. The Duke turned 
and glared at him. 

" The Count von Perneck craves permis- 
sion to speak to your Highness," said 
Ludovic to the Grand Duchess. 

The Duke's hand went to his sword-handle. 

"I will go to Herr von Perneck," said 
D6sir6e, and moved towards the door, but 
in an instant the Duke's sword was out and 
barred the way. 

" You don't leave this room," he cried. 

The Grand Duchess stood her ground. 
Ludovic's sword was out, too, and he stood 
at her side, but one step nearer the Duke. 

"Friedrich Karl, Duke of Hohenstein," 
said the Grand Duchess, " I command you, 
as your sovereign, to put up your sword 
and to stand back from that door." 

The Duke of Hohenstein laughed. 

She lifted a little silver whistle hanging 
at her waist, and blew a sharp blast. In- 
stantly there was a rush of feet, and the 
door was flung violently open. The Duke, 
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however, had sprung forward, De Saintr^'s 
sword had leapt up to meet his, and the 
two men were in deadly coriflict. 

The Grand Duchess stood perfectly still, 
not uttering a sound. In a moment all was 
over. The Duke, disarmed, was in the 
hands of the soldiers, and De Saintr^ leaned 
against the table, a thin trickle of blood 
running from his sleeve. 

"Hurt?" said Von Pemeck, coming up 
to him. 

"Nothing, a trifle," said Ludovic. This 
answer seemed addressed rather to D6sir6e, 
whose eyes were upon him. 

She, drawing herself together, turned to 
the Duke : — 

"Your Highness will no doubt wish," 
said she, " to attend your father's funeral to- 
morrow. A carriage shall be at your dis- 
posal, and Count Waldemar von Adlersburg 
shall attend you in it. After the ceremony 
I shall take up my residence at the town 
hall until the Grand Ducal palace here in 
the town is ready to receive me. You will 
remain for the present with me at the town 
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hall, in order to show how unfounded are 
any rumours of a desire on your Highness's 
part to act in opposition to the lawful 
sovereign of Felsenheim. For to-night the 
accommodation we can offer your Highness 
is, I fear, somewhat scanty. Herr von 
Pemeck, however, will do his best, and ten 
soldiers will replace your guard in personal 
attendance on you. Herr von Pemeck, 
will you conduct his Highness to his apart- 
ment ? " 

The Duke paused a moment to address 
to Ludovic de Saintr6 a curse, and the title 
of traitor, and departed, surrounded respect- 
fully by his gaolers. 

The Grand Duchess drew up a chair. 

" Sit down, M. de Saintr6," said she, in 
her gentlest tones. She came and stood by 
his shoulder. " Take off your coat and let 
me see how much your arm is hurt." 

"Oh, no, it is really trifling; I'll get it 
bandaged by-and-by, but it is only the left 
arm. I shall be able to fight all the same." 

She touched his right hand with a shy 
finger. 
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" You saved my life," she murmnred. 

" Oh, no," said Ludovic again. "He would 
not have killed you." 

*^ I am not sure," she said ; and Pemeck 
here reappearing, she turned eagerly to 
him : — 

" Count, M. de Saintr^ is wounded. 
Will you see that his wound is properly 
looked to, and then come and tell me your- 
self how serious it is ? " 

"It isn't serious at all," Ludovic declared. 

He stood up, lifting his left arm with a 
little difficulty, and a tiny red pool remained 
on the table-cover. He looked at it with 
apology. 

" I ought to have held my hand in my 
handkerchief," he said. 

The Grand Duchess looked at it, too. 

" Yours is the first blood shed in my 
quarrel," she said, and Ludovic felt his 
scratch ridiculously overpaid. 

The cut was neither wide nor deep ; a 
strip of plaster supplied the necessary 
surgery, and the medical counsel went no 
further than a recommendation to keep 
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quiet for that night, and to re&ain &om 
wine. 

The Grand Duchess, when she had heard 
this comfortable report, inquired whether 
word had been sent to Waldemar of the 
Duke's capture. 

The arrival of Waldemar himself gave 
her the answer. 

" You have heard of M. de Saintr^'s ex- 
ploit. Count ? '' said the Grand Duchess. 

He bowed gravely. 

"You knew of this beforehand, Perneck?** 
said he. 

''I knew/' said Perneck. 

" It would have been becoming to ask my 
sanction," said Waldemar firmly, but with 
no tone of resentment. 

Perneck discreetly forbore any reply, 
and they went on to discuss the morrow's 
arrangements, which were all thrown out of 
gear by this new turn of affairs. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

LuDOVic lay restless and feverish, longing 
for the early June dawn. A heavy troubled 
slumber had been broken by the return of the 
thunderstorm, and when the thunder slowly 
rolled away to the south, the chiming 
quarters from the cathedral intervened and 
drove away approaching sleep. The events 
of the yesterday and of the morrow were 
vivid before him. Through all the closed 
doors of the house, he felt the presence of 
that caged hawk, whose stroke still throbbed 
and burned in his own arm ; and in the 
darkness D6sir6e, with her soft voice, her 
soft touch, her kindling eyes, was nearer, 
dearer, more irresistible than ever. All 
night long, feet went up and down in the 
square, and voices crossed, and the whole 
surface of the town was ruffled by unrest. 
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At last came the grey lights of dawn, 
chilly and reasonable after the hot dreams 
of night, and Ludovic arose, shivering a 
little, and looked out across the square. 
There was a gleam of weapons in the yellow 
lamplight opposite. Sentinels were passing 
to and jfro. Black hangings ran from 
window to window. The flag of Felsenheim 
drooped half-way up, from a staflF standing 
out among the range of roofs. As he looked, 
the long shadows shrivelled ; the roofs bright- 
ened, then the windows, then the flagstones 
opposite; the lamps waned, and a clear 
pale-blue sky stretched itself over the world. 
Already there were sounds of movement in 
the house. Ludovic dressed himself and 
descended. 

He found both the Adlersburg brothers 
with Pemeck. Hermann's eagle face was 
sharpened for battle, the eyes alight, a spot 
of colour on each cheek-bone, hand and foot 
advanced in an attitude that was in itself 
but one step short of a challenge. Waldemar 
sat motionless, resistant, his brows and 
mouth straightened, impregnable as a for- 
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tress. Pemeck, upright in his chair, dis- 
played the alertness of impending crisis. 

"You!" Hermann was saying rapidly. 
" It does not rest with you to decide what 
shall be my position towards the Grand 
Duchess. It is enough that my mind is 
made up. I shall lead the Grand Duchess 
into the cathedral." 

"You shall do no such thing," said the 
brother slowly and firmly. 

** Shall f " echoed Hermann. 

" ShalL I am the commander in this 
campaign. I am also the head of the 
House of Adlersburg. In both capacities 
I forbid you to carry out yom* insolent 
proposal." 

"The Grand Duke's funeral is not a 
military action ; and no man on earth, 
Adlersburg or no Adlersburg, shall impose 
ivstrictions upon my conduct." 

*'In that case," said Waldemar, rising 
with a calmness that struck Ludovic as 
dtuxgerous, " it only remains for me to place 
YOU under arrest." 

Involuntarily, Ludovic moved forward, 
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ready to fling himself between them. But 
a u4id ,X interposed. 

" Gentlemen, allow me to remind you of 
the extraordinary disrespect which both of 
you are showing to the Grand Duchess." 

" Both ! " exclaimed Waldemar. 

" Both," repeated Perneck firmly. "The 
point is obviously one for the decision of 
her Highness. It is not for Count Hermann 
to say that he will, neither is it for Count 
Waldemar to say that he shall not; the 
right to say either the one or the other rests 
exclusively with her Highness the Grand 
Duchess." 

"So be it then," said Hermann after a 
moment. " I claim the right to demand her 
answer as soon as she is up." 

Waldemar turned silently and went from 
the room. 

" Have you heard the news, De Saintr6 ? " 
said Perneck. " Our prisoner has given us 
the slip." 

" The Duke ? " 

" Oh, no, not the Duke ; your friend Von 

Kleist. Out of a top window and down a 

11 
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waterpipe. The fellow must climb like a 
cat." 

" Not in that uniform surely ? " 

" He left his coat behind him." 

''The coat may be useful." 

" So it may. You have an inventive mind, 
De Saintr6." 

"You remember," interposed Hermann, 
swaggering to the table, " I am to see the 
Princess the moment she arises." 

"My good Hermann, I am not the 
Princess's keeper. She has a robust will 
of her own, and will, no doubt, either 
see you or not precisely as she herself 
chooses." 

"She will see me," said Hermann. He 
seemed to wait for contradiction. None 
coming, he turned on his heel and loimged 
out of the room. 

De Saintr6 dropped into a chair and 
congratulated himself upon having kept his 
temper. 

" Is the man mad ? " he asked of Pemeck. 

Perneck slightly shrugged his shoulders. 

"Can you draw a line where extreme 
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self-love ends and madness begins?" he 
returned. 

"What prospect of peace is there for 
the Grand Duchess between those two 
brothers ? " 

" The Grand Duchess, I suspect, is a born 
ruler, besides being an able woman. In 
the meantime let us go to breakfast." 

It was a couple of hours later that the 
Grand Duchess begged for the company of 
Perneck and De Saintr6 in the room which 
had been the scene of the previous evening's 
adventure. 

She was wearing the mourning robes 
whose production had cost so much effort, 
and she showed above them a serene and 
well-rested countenance. 

"How is my uncle this morning?" she 
asked politely. 

" His Highness has passed a good night," 
Von Perneck politely responded. 

" And you, M. de Saintr6 ? You look a 
little pale this morning." 

" The thunder and the bells," he hastened 
to declare, "kept me awake." 
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She looked at him a moment longer 
with kind, penetrating eyes ; then she 
drew towards her a pile of papers and 
correspondence, and took up the topmost 
packet. 

"Count Hermann von Adlersburg bade 
me beg your Highness to grant him an 
audience." 

She laid down the paper. 

*'Let Count Hermann know that I am 
ready to receive him," she answered. 

De Saintr6 noted joyfully the slight 
stiffening of her features, the slight severity 
of her tone. 

Hermann came in. In the presence of 
the Princess his blustering manner was 
mightily modified. The conception dawned 
upon Ludovic that perhaps he really loved 
her. 

" I hoped," he said almost shyly, " for the 
favour of a private audience." 

"This is a private audience," said the 
Grand Duchess. " The presence of Count 
von Pemeck, who commands in this house, 
and of M. de Saintr6, his lieutenant, can be 
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no impediment to anything that can need 
to be said to me this morning." 

Hermann straightened himself, and the 
trace of timidity died out of his voice. 

" I came to ask for a great favour — for a 
post of honour to-day — for permission to 
lead your Highness this morning into the 
cathedral." 

A faint tinge of colour crept to the 
Princess's face. De Saintr6 stood breath- 
less, expecting from her some outbreak of 
the indignation which rendered so difficult 
his own duty of silence. There was a 
moment's awful pause. Then she said, in 
a voice of great gentleness, but of a gentle- 
ness cold and distant as moonlight: — 

"If your brother were to die, Count 
Hermann, would you think it fitting that 
your niece, Ludmilla, should walk to his 
funeral with Herr von Perneck or Herr 
von Eschler, while you followed behind 
her ? Neither can I put an aflfront upon my 
uncle, the Duke of Hohenstein." 

The form of the refusal was so unex- 
pected and so unanswerable that Hermann 
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stood absolutely silent. The Grand Duchess 
sat calm, remote, gentle, doing nothing at 
all to facilitate his retreat. He grew slowly 
red, bowed deeply, and withdrew, with an 
aspect greatly subdued. Von Pemeck shot a 
glance of intelligence at Ludovic, and D6sir6e 
quietly lifted and opened the next letter. 
Into Ludovics mind began to enter the 
idea, seldom evolved spontaneously in the 
mind of man, that a woman may be better 
able to defend herself than a man is able to 
defend her. 

The two men stood silent. The Princess 
read and sorted, speaking few and brief 
words. 

" Has a message come from the Duchess 
of Hohenstein ? " 

" Yes, your Highness ; she will be ready." 

" You remembered to send for the Duke*s 
mourning uniform?" 

" He asked for it. It has been sent for." 

She laid aside her last letter and looked 
up with a smile. 

"The Marquis de la Ferronni^re is still 
in Hohenstein?" 
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"I believe so, your Highness." 

" Let him have a personal invitation from 
me to be present." 

Pemeck went out to give the order. 
Ludovic's heart leaped up within him. 
Some look, some syllable of greater intimacy 
would surely be given him. 

The Grand Duchess returned to her 
papers without speaking or looking up. 
He was mortified, almost to tears. Being 
still a candid and inexperienced youth, the 
consoling notion did not occur to him that 
possibly she too might have need to guard 
herself against her emotions. The unex- 
pected violence of his own feelings, these 
heights and abysses of hope and disappoint- 
ment, alarmed him. He began to have a 
terror of being swept beyond the barrier of 
his scruples into the utterance for which, in 
spite of himself, his soul cried out. With 
despairing clearness he foresaw the day in 
which he should be compelled to banish 
himself from Hohenstein. Standing quietly, 
with eyes cast down, he wrestled with him- 
self, while the Princess rearranged the pile 
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of letters which she had arranged once 
already. 

The hour of noon was withm three 
minutes of striking when the Grand Duchess 
of Felsenheim, attended by two ladies, ad- 
vanced through the cathedral door towards 
the coffin of her grandfather. There was 
an immense congregation, and every member 
of it made an additional point of blackness. 
The wildest rumours had been busy in the 
city. D6sir6e's actual appearance brought 
a thrill of certainty. The Duke of Hohen- 
stein followed his niece. The Duke of 
Hohenstein, too, had been reported mysteri- 
ously missing, but here he came, looking 
precisely as unapproachable as usual, duly 
arrayed in a mourning habit, and attended 
by their lordships of Pemeck and Adlers- 
burg. It was noticed by the observant that 
he had none of his own guards about him — 
a circumstance which inclined waverers to 
the cause of his niece. The Duchess of 
Hohenstein followed, with a contingent of 
her children. She was pale and frightened, 
poor lady, being timid of disposition, as 
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indeed was likely after nineteen years spent 
under the immediate dominion of Friedrich 
Karl. As for Ludovic de Saintr^, to whom 
nobody paid particular attention, he was 
walking demurely beside that bewildered 
envoy, the Marquis de la Ferronni^re. 

The service proceeded. D6sir6e stood 
serious with a strange look of compassionate 
emotion in her eyes. Ludovic, watching 
her, was quite sure that her thoughts were 
wholly filled by the solemn business of the 
hour. His own strayed involuntarily to the 
next public function upon which these walls 
were likely to look. It was not of a corona- 
tion that he was thinking, for a grand 
duchy is not quite a kingdom, and probably 
there would be none, but of a marriage. 
The day would come — must come — when 
she would stand here clothed in white in- 
stead of black. He looked at Waldemar, 
standing a yard or two behind her, and a 
veritable anguish came upon him. 

The ceremony was concluded, and the 
eminent persons of Hohenstein flowed out 
of the cathedral, each bursting with the 
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gossip forbidden by decorum within these 
precincts. The Grand Duchess was seen 
to be driven to the town hall, so was the 
Duke of Hohenstein, but the Duchess and 
her children returned to the ducal abode 
from which they had come. Every Hohen- 
steiner thirsted to discuss the position. 
The name of the poor old Grand Duke, 
Amadeus, which on this day at least should 
have furnished the text for kindly reminis- 
cences, was scarcely so much as uttered. 

The new Grand Duchess, in her mediaeval 
fortress, sat down to a ceremonious meal. 
On her one side sat her angry uncle, on her 
other the Princess of Waldeneck. A guard 
of soldiers stood round her table, and the 
jealous eyes of Hermann watched her from 
afar. 

" Is she much better oflF to-day," Ludovic 
asked himself, "than she was three weeks 
ago in the castle beyond the wishing- well ? " 
Then he remembered the Duke of Toulouse, 
and decided that she was better oflF. For 
himself, his arm ached and his head throb- 
bed ; he had no mind for food ; the world 
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was hopelessly awry, and his future an arid 
Sahara. Suddenly he met the gleam of two 
grey eyes, kind, tranquil, steadfast. It was 
as if he tasted a clear draught of water in 
the midst of his desert. Instantly he was 
ashamed of his own mood. The sun came 
out again upon a world in which there were 
blows to be given and taken for her, and in 
which she walked, young, calm, and able. 
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CHAPTER Xni. 

The long day closed in without accident, 
and a heavy sleep came to make up to 
Ludovic for last night's wakeful fever. He 
had not been long asleep, however, when he 
was suddenly awakened, and, starting up, 
found Perneck beside him. In a moment 
he was awake and alert. 

" I'm scenting danger," said Pemeck, 
"and I want you with me. Yes, that's 
right, get dressed while I tell you. There's 
a subterranean passage to the palace — the 
Grand Duke's palace — which has been so 
long disused. Now, I have suspicions. I 
want you to reconnoitre that passage with 
me." 

** Of course." 

** I had a mind to take Hermann, but he's 
slippery; he might have seen a chance of 
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making some profit for himself out of it. 
Eeady? Here's a pistol. Don't shoot, 
whatever happens, without my word, unless 
you see me down, or else death for yourself 
within a hair's breadth." 

•*I will take care." 

"Come, then." 

They went by still corridors where 
sentinels stood on guard, taking and giving 
a pass-word. Once Pemeck paused. 

" Her rooms are there," he said, and the 
light of his lantern flashed up on the carved 
stonework overhead. 

Ludovic nodded silently. 

Down many winding stairs they went, to 
a range of vaults where the still air struck 
cold. There were soldiers stationed here. 
Pemeck spoke to the serjeant in command ; 
then he advanced to a little arched doorway, 
giving access to yet another stair. 

" Quiet, now, De Saintr6," he murmured. 

The lantern was closed, the hand that 
held it, reaching backward, sought Ludovic's ; 
the other hand groped along the wall, and a 
cautious foot crept forth to seek the stair. 
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Slowly, noiselessly, they descended, and 
went creeping along a dark, narrow passage. 
Per neck always a step ahead, a finger of 
each linked through the ring of the lantern. 
Pemeck's right hand and Ludovic's left 
touched the wall. Thus no person could 
possibly escape unnoticed. The journey 
seemed interminable. They met no creature. 
At last the anxiously advancing foot of 
Pemeck encountered an obstacle. He 
paused, feeling his way, then drawing 
Ludovic to him, dropped into his ear the 
lightest of whispers : '* The upward stair to 
the palace". 

Slowly they ascended. At the top was 
a closed door. A very narrow line of light 
showed below. Perneck, observing that, 
knew it safe to show a light on this side. 
There were bolts, but they were undrawn. 
Perneck's fingers closed upon the head of 
one of them, and he drew the door a hair's 
breadth inward. It made no resistance — it 
was unfastened. 

Again he closed his light, and putting the 
lantern into Ludovic's hand, whispered : 
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" Stand here on the third step. Take the 
lantern. If you hear a sound, bolt the door 
behind me and fly back. No, no hesitation. 
Obey." 

Ludovic obeyed. The suppressed exulta- 
tion of the eager voice lingered in his ear ; 
he understood that this moment of peril 
was for his companion a moment of vivid 

joy. 

Pemeck gently opened the door a little 
farther. A lantern hung against the wall. 
The room — a large cellar — was empty. He 
stepped gaily in and extinguished the 
lantern, after which he had some difiiculty 
in finding his own doorway again. When 
he had found it and passed out, he carefully 
pushed forward the two strong bolts and re- 
joined his companion. 

*^ It is so," he said. " There are people 
in the palace, and they are aware of the 
passage. That means that there is a head 
among them. Whose ? " 

"Kurt von Kleist's," said Ludovic. 

"It may be," said Pemeck, pondering. 

They were walking now in comfort, with 
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a clear light cast from the lantern m 
Ludovic's hand. 

** Now," said Pemeck, ** we must attack 
that palace in force and without a moment's 
pause. There will, perhaps, be an attack 
on the town hall, too." 

He stood still, his face alive with thought 

" Yes," he said. ^* As for you, you must 
go straight and inform the Grand Duchess.'* 

" But she is asleep." 

"She must be awakened. Mile. Lisette 
will listen to you." 

So Ludovic, a little dubiously, sought 
the Princess's ante-chamber, and told 
the sentinels that he came with a message 
from Herr von Pemeck for the Grand 
Duchess. 

One of them advanced to the second door 
and beat upon it, crying out, "Mamzell 
Lisette ! " 

** Stop ! " said De Saintr^, approaching the 
door. ^^ Lisette! EcouteZy^^ he called softly. 

A voice from the distance, not Lisette's 
voice, answered : '* Qtbe votdez-vous, M. de 
Saintref' 
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'' I have a message," he answered, " from 
Count von Pemeck for yom' Highness." 

**It is well; I will come." 

Two minutes later, a figure wrapped in a 
long cloak came to the door. 

"Come in," she said gravely, and he 
entered the little outer sitting-room. 

Lisette, fully awake now, and in her usual 
gown, but turbaned in a gay kerchief over 
her curl-papers, was bringing in a lamp. 

He gave his message with the utmost 
simplicity and brevity. 

D^sir^e stood looking down, her face 
grave. 

" They will not dare to blow us up," she 
remarked, *' because of my uncle." 

** Surely," said Ludovic, **no one would 
do such a thing." 

'* The Duke of Hohenstein, I assure you, 
would do such a thing with a great deal of 
artistic pleasure." 

She stood silent. Ludovic was fain to 

ask at last whether she had any commands 

for him. 

**Yes," she said, suddenly putting forth 

12 
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a hand; ''give me the cloak you are 
wearing." 

me that you are no subject of mine ? " 

Ludovic took off his cloak and handed it 
to her without a word. 

She accepted but an inch or two of the 
hem, so that, unless he would see the cloak 
slip from her fingers, he was compelled 
to stand, holding the remainder. She looked 
at him with a look half of mischief, half of 
challenge, and a smile lifted her upper lip. 

But Ludovic held his face stern, not be- 
cause her look failed to move him, but 
because it moved him too much. 

The light of her smile died out ; she let 
the cloak drop, and, holding her hand to 
him, said : " Good-night, my friend ; do not 
do rash and dangerous things with that 
wounded arm of yours ". 

He stooped and kissed the hand, and 
Lisette, whose shrewd eyes had narrowly 
observed them, approached and received the 
cloak. 
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Von Perneck's strategy was not on this 
occasion complex. He proposed to attack 
the palace from the front and from the 
underground passage at the same moment. 
Inasmuch, however, as the enemy might be 
reasonably supposed to entertain a precisely 
similar design in regard to the town hall, 
he was anxious to leave in that building a 
suflScient garrison for its defence. The 
cellar communicating with the passage he 
had already filled with soldiers. 

The one stumbling-block in the path was 
Hermann von Adlersburg; his obedience 
to any superior officer whom it was in the 
power of Perneck to set over him, seemed 
more than doubtful; on the other hand, 
neither his honour nor his discretion in- 
spired sufficient confidence to make it pos- 
sible to leave him in command. 

'* I have more than half a mind," Perneck 
confided to Ludovic, '*to put him in the 
cells down here as a measure of precaution. 
But then, there he would be, to-morrow, 
wilder than ever. Whereas real action may 
sober him ; or, foolhardy as he is, he may 
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get killed or taken prisoner. It means that 
I must stop here. I have sent to Walde- 
mar. He must be ready to attack the 
palace in front." 

"Will Waldemar not be displeased that 
you have decided this without him?" 

**My best De Saintr6, for wliat do you 
take me ? I decide nothing. I merely in- 
form my chief that we are in readiness, if 
such is his will. Waldemar is no fool ; the 
command will return as a matter of course, 
and moreover, when we succeed, the credit 
will be his. That goes always to the great- 
est man concerned. You must take charge 
of the passage " 

Here the door of the room gently opened, 
and a slim lad, wearing a military cloak, 
walked in. Perneck stared, open-eyed. 

"It is her Highness," said Ludovic, 
springing up. 

"Dear Herr von Perneck," said the 
Grand Duchess smiling, "do not look so 
scandalised. I must know what is being 
done for me, and my presence in my own 
character would be a trouble and embar- 
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rassment for the soldiers. Go on with what 
you were saying." 

" Then you, De Saintr^, must take com- 
mand of the attack by way of the passage," 
Perneck resumed. **I wonder whether 
there is any man here who knows the inside 
of the palace." 

"I know it," said the Grand Duchess. 

" Your Highness knows the cellars where 
the passage opens ? " 

« Yes." 

" And the way to the upper rooms ? " 

" Yes." 

" And the situation of all the rooms ? " 

" Certainly. I spent two years there, 
when I was from ten to twelve years old. 
I have played at hide-and-seek in those 
cellars." 

" Can your Highness make a rough plan 
to guide M. de Saintr6 ? " 

" I can do better. I will go with him." 

** No, that must not be," both men cried 
together. 

She heard them quite quietly. 

**I think it will be better," she said. 
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" Let us be reasonable. It would be 
dangerous, no doubt, if I were going in my 
own dress, recognisable by everybody; 
and it would be unnecessary if there 
were any one else who knew the way as 
well as I do. But there is no one. And 
how can a plan serve ? M. de Saintr6 
needs to be guided in the dark. Come, 
honestly, Herr von Pemeck, do you not 
see that the chance of success is much 
better if I go ? " 

" It is true," said Pemeck. 

"And the danger is not so great. I am 
not proposing to lead the fighting "—here 
Perneck smiled a dubious smile — " and 
surely you do not fear that M. de Saintr6 
will not take care of me." 

"What I fear," said Pemeck bluntly, "is 
that he will get himself killed, taking care 
of you." 

" It would not be a death to regi*et," said 
Ludovic warmly. 

" Of that you are, perhaps, not the best 
judge," Perneck returned in his usual 
languid tone. His eyes noted ias he spoke 
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the quick colour that rushed to the Grand 
Duchess's face ; an entirely new idea entered 
his mind and struck him silent. 

" Do you mean to prevent me from going, 
Herr von Pemeck?" D6sir6e asked after 
a moment. 

**It is not for me to prevent your High- 
ness from doing whatever may be your 
Highness's pleasure." 

''But you will report my intention to 
Count von Adlersburg, and leave it to 
him to prevent me." 

" I shall certainly," Pemeck answered, 
"think it my duty to report the matter 
to the Count. Unless," he added with a 
twinkle of the eye, " your Highness should 
see fit explicitly to forbid my doing so." 

"I do forbid it; I explicitly forbid it," 
D6sir6e cried. 

" I shall, of course, obey your Highnesses 
desire," Perneck returned. 

"Do we set out at once?" the Grand 
Duchess asked. 

** We are waiting for Count von Adlers- 
burg*s orders, With your Highness's per- 
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mission, I will go meanwhile to give instruc- 
tions to the officers who are to defend the 
town hall." 

He went out with a graver fiswje than 
usual. " Oh, youth, youth ! " he murmured 
to himself, "a young woman is a more 
dangerous ware than gunpowder." 

The two who remained were silent for 
awhile. A certain constraint had arisen be- 
tween them during the last day or two. 

D6sir6e presently began to speak hur- 
riedly and uneasily. 

'*I can't use a sword, but I can shoot, 
you know; and I have that pistol. I am 
not going to be a drag upon you." 

Ludovic, standing before her, bowed 
silently. 

She stood up, impatiently, irresolutely, 
and came a step towards him. 

"What, not a word," she said, "to wel- 
come the Prince Amadeus?*' 

The words hardly rang true. Ludovic 
felt himself pained by them, he scarcely 
knew why. 

"Wa^r is serious," Ije said, "wheu it 
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comes close, and the life of the Prince 
Amadeus is not his own." 

**0h," said the Princess, with a sudden 
note of impatience that was quite genuine, 
" I am sick of all this guarding and watch- 
ing and exaggerating of every trivial danger. 
If a woman is to be a ruler, it is well that 
she should see something and share some- 
thing of the dangers which she costs to men. 
Good Heavens, M. de Saintr6, do you 
think I am made of something so different 
from yourself, that I can sit quiet in an 
inner room and hear others fighting for 
me, while I have power to help? I have 
been trained to act and do and think for 
myself, like a king ; not to sit still and mind 
what I was bidden like a school-giri." 

"Indeed, I believe you are right," said 
Ludovic. " But " 

"But what?" 

"It hurts a man so to see a woman in 
danger." 

She looked at him with a retort upon her 
lips ; but she restrained it. Perhaps she 
was dimly conscious that a retort applying 
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to the sex at large was no answer to a 
speech in which " man " and " woman " had 
stood for " I '' and " you ". 

"That is mere sentimentality/' she de- 
clared in quite a friendly tone. "But, in- 
deed, I have observed that man is the 
sentimental half of humanity. Pray sit 
down, M. de Saintr6 ; I cannot accustom 
myself to seeing you stand there with that 
military stiflftiess. Tell me what the Mar- 
quis de la Ferronni^re said to you, this 
morning." 

But the words of wisdom of the Marquis 
de la Ferronni^re were not destined at that 
time to be repeated. Perneck returned 
with a paper in his hand. 

**Waldemar*s order," cried the Grand 
Duchess. 

" Yes. M. de Saintr6, it is now twenty- 
five minutes past one. At a quarter to 
two, exactly, you will enter the palace. 
You may take up your position as soon 
as you please. Stay — what is the name 
of this young volunteer who is going with 
you ? " 
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"I leave that to you, Herr von Per- 
neck," said the Grand Duchess demurely. 

Perneck hesitated. Then a light broke 
in upon him. 

" How old is the young Prince of 
Minorca — the son of your Highnesses aunt ? " 

'*0h, about eighteen. Yes, certainly. 
That will do capitally. I am Amadeus of 
Minorca." 

" I will come with you," said Perneck, 
" and explain that to the soldiers." 

They descended together. A consider- 
able detachment of men was gathered in 
the cellar. Perneck explained in a few 
words that the conduct of the attack was 
entrusted to M. de Saintr6. Satisfaction 
visibly prevailed, for the tale of the Duke of 
Hohenstein*s capture was well known, and 
Ludovic was at the height of a probably 
fugitive popularity. 

"This young gentleman,' Perneck pro- 
ceeded, following his own instruction, and 
lying, since he had to lie, boldly, **is the 
Prince of Minorca, the Grand Duchess's 
cousin. Some of you, no doubt, saw him 
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this morning at his grandfather's fiineraL 
The Prince is well acquainted with the 
inside of the palace, and has undertaken 
to guide you. The Grand Duchess has no 
nearer relation ; and I trust every man 
among you to protect and defend hiuL" 

The soldiers looked at the supposed 
prince. None of them suspected the dis- 
guise ; they were pleased with the boy's 
spirit, and flattered to have him with 
them. 

"You remember your hour, M. de 
Saintr6 ? " 

"I remember." 

"Farewell, then, and good luck to your 
enterprise." 

"Farewell," said De Saintr6. 

The Prince Amadeus preserved a prudent 
silence. 

A long ten minutes passed. 

"Now," said De Saintr6, "we will enter 
the passage. Come slowly, and make no 
noise." 

He lifted a lantern and led the way. 
D6sir6e walked beside him, silent. Glanc- 
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ing at her, he saw that her eyes were 
bright, and her mouth firm. 

The long passage was safely traversed. 
At the door De Saintr6 stooped, and 
cautiously slid back the bolts. Then, with 
equal caution, he drew the door a finger's 
breadth open. Beyond was darkness. 

" Stay there," he said briefly to the 
Princess, who stood on the step at his 
side. 

He stepped into the room. There was 
no sound. He slipped the shutter from his 
lantern. The room was empty. He sum- 
moned the rest by a gesture. D6sir6e stole 
again to his side. She had obeyed his order 
in silence, but now she murmured, as if it 
were a private reflection spoken audibly 
by chance : " There will be a Duchess of 
Aurillac one day, who will have need of a 
docile temper ". 

De Saintr6 smiled in spite of himself, and 
would hardly have refrained fi:om reply, 
but at that moment a sudden rumour and 
agitation broke out in the house above. 
There were sounds of hurrying feet, brief 
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commands, a claiig of metal, then suddenly 
a shot. 

" Which way ? " Ludovic whispered to the 
Grand Duchess. 

She took his hand and led him through 
the door into a second cellar, and thence to 
a dark passage and another flight of steps, 
which in its turn gave upon a second 
corridor, also dark. The lantern showed 
it empty as far as a bend. Ludovic sent a 
man forward to reconnoitre. All was re- 
ported safe, and they advanced. The pas- 
sage into which they tiuned was fairly light, 
for the night was clear, and the moon shone 
in through several windows. Overhead the 
noise and cries increased. 

**We must go there, I suppose?" the 
Grand Duchess murmured, with a motion 
of her head towards the sounds. 

" Certainly." 

" They seem to be fighting in the banquet- 
ing hall. There is a way through the 
throne room from the private apartments, 
which probably they don't know." 

She led them up other stairs and along 
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other passages. They crossed a suite of 
communicating rooms, the rumour of con- 
flict growing louder at every step, and 
emerged into the great bare throne room, 
with a ghostly chandelier looming in its 
centre, and the throne swathed in its white 
mufflings showing vaguely at one end. The 
battle was raging just beyond the next 
door. Ludovic drew aside the supposed 
prince. 

** You must stay here," he said. 

** Why ? " she murmured. 

" That you may not have it on your con- 
science that your wilfulness risked all our 
lives." 

He led her to the empty throne, drew 
aside the hangings where they met, and 
when she was seated, set the lantern at her 
feet, and let the hangings fall again over her. 

"If the fight goes against us you will 
have the strength of mind to sit still until 
you can escape by the passage ? " 

" I will," she answered firmly. 

Ludovic rejoined his men, marshalled 
them in order, gave them a few instructions, 
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and then, with a cry, the whole band dashed 
through into the banqueting room. The 
sudden glare of light was dazzling. The 
many windows stood wide, and the floor 
near them sparkled with broken glass. On 
the balconies, and inside the windows, and 
pushing forward into the room, were waves 
and floods of men — the attackers — and 
facing these were other waves and floods 
of defenders. Tables and seats lay over- 
turned on the floor; on other tables men 
were standing as on a vantage ground. 
Weapons gleamed and flashed; there were 
cries and moans and the clash of arms, 
and lights leaping noisily to life from the 
mouth of pistols. Here and there, among 
the whirlwind of movement, lay some man 
stretched motionless. 

Into this stress and din rushed Ludovio 
and his men. For some minutes all was 
heat, tumult, and hand-to-hand fighting. 
Ludovic, pressing strenuously onward, had 
a strange sense of having been at this 
business all his life, and of possessing a 
strange inner coolness in its midst. The 
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perceptive, calculating, a<5ting parts of his 
mind were active beyond all example, but 
his emotions were untouched. A man bore 
headlong upon him, whom he recognised for 
one of the comrades of Kurt von Kleist, 
with whom he had supped nine days earlier. 
He swerved from under the blow of the 
lifted sword, and smote his own into the 
man's heart, all without any sense either of 
apprehension or of remorse. D6sir6e would 
not have recognised this cool and ruthless 
swordsman, but, indeed, it was impossible 
she should ever see him, for her presence 
would have made another man of him, 
fiercer, perhaps, but less elated, and more 
apprehensive. 

At last the defenders were driven back, 
still fighting desperately, through an outer 
hall to the great staircase. Twenty or thirty 
of them were slain, some of them had sur- 
rendered themselves prisoners, and a few 
still lingered, keeping up by twos and threes 
a vain fight in the midst of the enemy. The 
diminished main body, however, with Kurt 

von Kleist in command, effected a retreat, 

13 
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fighting for every step, to the gateway, and 
escaping entire, crumbled away into the 
town. 

Ludovic, when he saw the way that 
things were going, hurried back to the 
throne room. He was unable to measure 
whether minutes had gone by or hours; 
time had become at once lengthened and 
shortened like time in a dream, and it 
seemed in another age that he had quitted 
Ddsir^e. 

As he went, he met a fresh rush of men 
pouring into the banqueting hall. He re- 
cognised among them Hermann von Adlers- 
burg, and a minute later Pemeck seized 
him by the arm. 

" The Prince ? " he demanded breathlessly. 

" Safe," said De Saintr6. 

" And you ? " 

" Not a scratch." 

With a sigh of relief Pemeck passed on. 

"We have beaten them off from the 
town hall," another conspirator said, linger- 
ing a moment before De Saintr6. 

" And we have dislodged them here." 



THE PBINOESS Dl&SIB&B. 198 

" Ah," said the other. " Did the bride- 
groom do much ? " 

" The bridegroom ? " 

"The Minorca princeling." 

" Oh, yes, he did his part manfully.'* 

The other passed on, and Ludovic hurried 
on his way. A grasp on his arm delayed him. 

"Where is the Prince of Minorca?" de- 
manded Hermann. 

Ludovic could not bring himself to a 
plain answer. 

" You had better look among the soldiers," 
he replied, and he remained standing in his 
place till Hermann was out of sight. 

Two minutes later he was beside the 
Grand Duchess. 

" Victory, victory ! " he said. " They are 
driven out from here ; they are driven back 
from the town hall ! " 

She started up. 

"You always bring me good news," she 
said, and the tone of her voice was almost a 
caress. 

They advanced together towards the 
lighted doorway of the banqueting room. 
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Just as they were upon the threshold, 
Hermann, crying wildly : " Fight for her, 
youngster, if you would have her t " rnshedi 
sword in hand, upon D^sir^e. 

Ludovic flung himself between them, cry- 
ing : " It is the Princess ! " The thrust that 
was meant for her breast entered his, and 
darkness fell. 

A minute or two later a flicker of con- 
sciousness returned. He was dimly aware 
that he lay on the steps of the throne, and 
that the Princess was bending over him, her 
tears falling on his face and her voice mur- 
muring his name. 

He tried to say " D6sir6e," but the effort 
seemed to suck life out of him, and the 
world again sank away. 
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CHAPTEK XIV. 

For some days Ludovic de Saintr^ lay be- 
tween life and death, and weeks went by 
before he could rise or walk. In the mean- 
time, the Grand Duchess had been univer- 
sally acknowledged ; the Duke of Hohenstein 
had retired with a handsome allowance to 
Paris ; Hermann von Adlersburg, after 
being tried and sentenced to banishment, 
had blown his brains out ; and Ursel Brock 
was in possession of her twelve cows and the 
fullest possible privileges of pasturage. 

The Grand Duchess had by no means 
left her champion unvisited during his illness, 
but her visits had been brief, and her con- 
versation carefully unexciting. He was re- 
moved, in the hot days after midsummer, to 
a hunting castle high among the hills ; and 
it was not imtil late in July that he returned, 
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pale and thin, but practically recovered, to 
Hohenstein. His three weeks of mountain 
solitude had given him time for reflection 
and resolve. His part was now chosen, and 
this brief visit to Hohenstein was to be a 
visit of farewell. On the afternoon of his 
aiTival, Pemeck, Colonel Hillers, and Ernst 
von Eschler came to see him ; and the 
presence of the others debarred him from 
putting to Pemeck certain questions which 
he hungered to have answered. From the 
Grand Duchess, who was now residing at 
the castle where he had known her first, came 
a message that she would send a carriage for 
* him next day. 

Next day, accordingly, he drove between 
the dark foliage of the woodland which three 
months earlier had twinkled so brightly green. 
He passed the shrine with its yellow spark of 
lamplight, and the wishing-well, whose spiral 
of water gleamed bright as glass in the July 
sun. His heart swelled and sank. Even 
these outward things seemed to have grown 
a portion of his soul. How was it possible 
that he should tear himself away ? 



THE PBIKCESS Dl&SIB^. 199 

It was a very pale Ludovic who alighted 
at those wide steps which his mind had be- 
held so often since the day when he steadily 
descended them, with a princess in disguise 
at his heels. He was conducted to the long 
saloon of many windows where he had re- 
stored to her her locket, and where he had 
contemplated the stupor of her parrot. The 
parrot was at this moment stationed upon 
the balcony, where it basked luxuriantly in 
the sunshine, opening and shutting first one 
and then the other of its little cunning eyes. 

The Grand Duchess came forward quickly 
from the little white velvet room. Her hair 
had grown long enough to be tied with a 
ribbon into a bunch of short curls ; her dress 
was white ; she struck him as looking taller, 
older, and for the first time it flashed upon 
him that she was in truth a beautiful woman. 
She held out her hand to him, with her 
sweet, sincere smile. 

" So pale still ? " she said. " It has been 
a long-drawn-out suffering that you took in 
my place." 

She led him into that little writing-room. 
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with its carved circular window and its 
armorial hangings, and made him sit 
opposite her, as he had sat on that other 
day which seemed so long ago, and yet 
seemed like yesterday. For a moment both 
were silent, both remembering. 

Then D6sir6e, lifting her clear eyes, said : 
" Do you remember how I told you, that day 
in Waldemar's garden, that I would govern 
Felsenheim as you would be glad to have 
it governed ? " 

" I remember." 

" Well, I have tried. Let me tell you." 
And she told him what she had done and 
what attempted ; the opposition that fisiced 
her, and the obstacles that were placed in 
her way. " There is no one who really stands 
by me," she concluded, "but Von Pemeck." 

'' Not Waldemar ? " 

"No, not Waldemar, altogether. He 
would like to give freedom as a favour, a 
privilege, not as a right." 

" Freedom granted as a privilege will de- 
velop by-and-by into freedom as a right," 
Ludovic sagely remarked. 
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A touch of surprise came into her feice. 
*' I want help/' said she. " I want another 
conviction near me like my own. You have 
done so much for me, M. de Saintr^, I want 
you to do one thing more. Stay here, and 
be my prime minister." 

"Ah, Madame," cried Ludovic, *'you 
know how to veil your gratitude gracefully. 
But indeed I cannot accept an undeserved 
honour because I had the lucky chance of 
being the man who came between you and a 
madman's sword." 

"Oh, no, M. de Saintr6," the Grand 
Duchess gravely returned, *'it is not for 
your sake, it is for my sake, and Felsenheim's, 
that I want you. I know that there is an 
easier and perhaps a happier life waiting for 
you in your own country, and that to be 
a Due d'Aurillac is a more brilliant thing 
than to be the minister of a petty German 
sovereign. I ask you as friend to friend, 
as comrade to comrade, to stay and help me 
in the work that falls to my share." ' 

He looked down, afraid to meet her eyes. 

"Well?" said the Grand Duchess gently. 

13* 
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" I cannot," said Ludovic, in a low voice. 

"You cannot?" echoed the Grand 
Duchess. 

" I cannot, because I love you." 

Silence came again. She rose slowly to 
her feet, her one hand resting on the arm of 
the sofa, her face as white as his. Ludovic 
rose too, and they stood Cubing each other. 

" It was better to say it," said Ludovic ; 
"sooner or later I must have betrayed it 
I can go away. I cannot stay and see you 
day by day, and accept your trust in 
me. 

She stood, still silent. He turned to 
move away. 

"M. de Saintr6," she murmured, "stop 
a moment." 

He paused. 

"Two things," she said, speaking with 
evident effort, and in a thin voice. " First, 
whatever happens, I take your love as the 
greatest possible honour, something that I 
must live worthy of. Then— don't go away 
flrom Hohenstein till we have met again." 

" I will not ; but let me go now." 
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She bowed her head, and he went away 
without another word. 

The Grand Duchess, being left alone, sank 
back into her seat and remained sitting 
perfectly still for about ten minutes. At 
the end of that time she lifted the gilded 
cover of the ornate ink-bottle in the writing- 
table and wrote a summons convening her 
Cabinet Council for the hour of eleven on 
the morrow. Then she wrote a single line 
to Ludovic de Saintr6, asking him to come 
the next day at twelve. 

Punctually at noon Ludovic arrived. He 
was informed that her Highness was still 
engaged with her Council, and was ushered 
into the little white writing-room to wait 
for her. 

Five minutes later a rapid step came 
across the saloon and she entered. Her 
cheeks were rosy, her whole face alight with 
some animating excitement. 

" I have been taking my fate into my own 
hands," she said hurriedly. " I have been 
talking to my Council, face to face, about 
my most intimate personal concerns. They 
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have been pressing me — ^you know they 
always do — to marry." 

" Naturally," said Ludovic com^eonsly. 

" I told them to-day that I left it in their 
hands. I would either marry not at all or 
else — or else — that there was only one man 
in the world whom as a truthful woman I 
could marry. I expected — I thought that I 
should have to come and tell you that we 
must part for ever. But it isn't that. It is 
the other way." 

"I — ^I don't understand," said Ludovic, 
breathless. 

"I told them," said D6sir6e, finding her 
natural voice and speaking firmly, "that I 
could never marry any man but you — ^and I 
am going to be married." 

"But I am not of royal descent," he 
mimnured. 

The Grand Duchess of Felsenheim had 
upon occasion a truly royal outspokenness. 
There was a barely perceptible pause. Then : 
" No," she said, " but your children will be ". 

THE END. 
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piece, 8 Full-pgae Illustrations of 
Fishing Subjects by C. H. Whymper 
and Conway Lloyd-Jones, and 
very numerous Illustrations of Tackle, 
&c. Crown Svo. , 10s, 6d. 

Vol. II. Pike and other Coarse 
Fish. With Contributions by the 
Marquis of Exeter. William 
Senior, G. Christopher Davies, 
H. R. Francis, and R. B. Marston. 
With Frontispiece, 6 Full-page Illus- 
trations of Fishing Subjects by C. H. 
Whymper and Conway Lloyd- 
Jones, and very numerous Illustra- 
tions of Tackle, &c. Crown 9yo., 



GOLF. Bf ffoRACB G. Hutchinson.. 
With Contributions by the Rt. Hon. A. 
J. Balfour, M.P.. Sir Walter 
Simpson. Bart., Lord Wellwood, 
H. S. C. EvERAJtD, Andrew Lang, 
and others. With 35 Plates and 65. 
lUustzations in the Text by Thomas 
HooGE and Harry Furniss, and 
from Photographs. Cr. 8vo., los. 6d. 

H UNTING. By His Grace the Duke of 
Beaufort,. K.G^, and Mowbray 
Morris. With Contributions by the- 
Earl of Suffolk and Berkshire, 
Rev. E. W. L Davies, Digby Collins,, 
Alfred E. T. Watson, Sir Marteinb. 
Lloyd, George H. Longman, and J. 
S. Gibbons. With 5 Plates and 54: 
Illustrations in the Text by J. Sturgbss,. 
J. Charlton, G. D. Giles, and A. 

C. Sealy. Crown 8va, los^ 6d. 

MOUNTAINEERING. By C. T. Dent,. 
With Contributions by W. M. Conway. 

D. W. Freshfield, C E. Mathews,. 
C. Pilkington, Sir F. Pollock, H, 
G. WiLLiNK, and an Introduction by 
Mr. Justice Wills. With 13 Plate* 
and 95 Illustrations in the Text by H. 
G. >Villink, &C. Crown 8va, lor. 6d,. 

RACING AND STEEPLE-CHASINGw 

Racing. By the Earl or Suffolk 

AND Berkshire and W. G. Craven. 

With a Contribution by the Hon. F^ 

Lawley. 

Steeple-chasing. By Arthur Coven- 
try and Alfred E. T. Watson 

With Coloured Frontispiece and oS 
Illustrations in the Text by J» 
Sturgess. Cro^-n 8vo. , lor. 6d. 

RIDING AND POLO. 

Riding. By Captain Robert Weir, 
Riding Master, R.H.G. With Contri- 
butions by the Duke of Beaufort, 
the Earl of Suffolk and Berk- 
shire, the Earl of Onslow. E. L. 
Anderson, and Alfred E. T, 
Watson. 

Polo. By J. Moray Brown. With 
18 Plates and 41 Illustrations in the 
Text by G. D. Giles, Frank Dadd, 
and F. Stuart Allan. 

Crovm%No., vos. W,. 
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THE BADHIHTOH USRKKi—^antinued. 



SEA FISHING. By John Bickkrdtkr. 
WithContributionson Whaling, by Sir H. 
W. Gore- Booth ; Tsupon, hj Alfred 
C. Harmsworth : Antipodean and 
Foreign Fish, by W. Skkior. With aa 
Full-page Plates and 175 lUustfatioos 
in the Text, by C. Napikr Hbmt, R. 
T. Pritchett, W. W. Mat, and 
others. Crown 8va, zoi. 6tL 



SHOOTINa 



Vol. I. FiRLD AND Covert. By Lord 
Walsingham andSir Ralph Patne- 
Gallwby, Bctrt With Contribu- 
tions by the Hon. GERALD Las- 
CELLBS and A. J. Stuart-W(»tley. 
With II Full-page Illustrations and 

t\ Illustrations in the Text by A. J. 
tuart-Wortley, Harper Pen- 
nington, C. Whtmper, G. E. 
Lodge. J. H. Oswald Brown, Sir 
R. Frankland, and from Photo- 
graphs. Crown 8vo. , lor. 6d. 



Vol. II. Moor and Marsh. By Lord 
Walsingham and Sir Ralph Payne- 
Gallwey, Bart. With Contributions 
by Lord Lovat and Lord Charles 
Lennox Kbrr. With 8 Full-page 
Illustrations and 57 Illustrations in the 
Text by A. J. Stuart-Wortley, 
Harper Pennington, C. Whymper, 
J. G. MiLLAis, C. E. Lodge, and from 
Photographs. Crown Bvo. , lor. 6d. 



SKATING. By J. M. Heathcx)TE and 
C. G. Tebbutt. Figure-Skat ing. By 
T. Maxwell Witham. With Con- 
tributions on Curling (Rev. John 
Kerr). Tobogganing (Ormond Hake), 
Ice-Sailing (Henry A. Buck), Bandy 
(C. G. Tkbbutt). With la Plates and 
273 Illustrations and Diagrams in the 
Text, by C. Whymper and Capt R. 
M. Alexander. Crown 8vo., 10$. 6<f. 



SWIMMING. By Archibald Sinclair 
and William Henry, Hon. Sees, of 
the Life-Saving Society. With 13 Plates 
and 196 Illustrations in the Text by S. 
T. Dadd and from Photographs by G. 
MrrCHBLL. Crown 8vo. , lor. 6d. 

TENNIS, LAWN TENNIS. RAC- 
QUETS, AND FIVES. By J. M. and 
C. G. Hbathcote, E. O. Pleydell- 
BouvERiE, and A. C. Ainger. With 
Contribations by the Hon. A. Ltttel- 

TON W. C MARSHALL, L. DOD. H. 
W. W. WiLBERFORCE. H. F. LAW- 

fORD, Spencer W. Gorb, R. D. 
Sears, and Herbert Chipp. With 
13 Plates and 67 Illustrations in the 
Text by Lucien Davis, C. M. New- 
ton, and from Photographs. Crown 
Bvo., lor. 6d. 

YACHTING. 

Vol. I. iNTRODUOnON, CXCnSING. 

Construction op Yachts, Yacht 
Racing Rules, Fitting-out, Ac. 
By Sir Edward Sullivan, Bart., 
Lord Brassey, K.C.B., C. E. 
Seth-Smith, C.B., G. L. Watson, 
R. T. Pritchett, Sir George 
Leach, K.C.B., Vice-President 
Y.R.A., *Thalassa,' The Earl 
OF Pembroke and Montgomery, 
E. F. Knight, and Rev. G. 
L. Blake. With 21 Plates and 

?3 Illustrations in the Text by R. T. 
Pritchett, G. L. Watson, J. M. 
SOPER, &C., and from Photographs. 
Crown 8vo. , lor. 6d. 

Vol. II. Yacht Clubs, Yachtwg in 
America and the Colonies, Yacht 
Racing, &c. By R. T. Pritchett. 
the Marquis of Duffer in and Ava, 
K.P„ James McFerran, Rev. G. 
L. Blake, T. B. Middleton, 
Edward Walter Castle and 
Robert Castle, G. Christopher 
Davies, Lewis Herreshoff, The 
Earl of Onslow, G.C.M.G., H. 
Horn, and Sir George Leach, 
K. C. B. , Viee-President Y. R. A. With 
35 Plates and 160 Illustrations in the 
Text by R. T. Pritchett, G. L. 
Watson, J. M. Soper, Ac,, and 
from Photographs. Crown 8vo., 
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Sport and VsAiimA— continued. 
Fur and Feather Series. 

Edited by A. E. T. Watson. 

Crown 8vo., $s. each Volume. 

\* The Volumes are also issued half -bound in Leather^ uoitk gilt top. 

be had from all Booksellers, 



The price car, 



THE PARTRIDGE. Natural History, 
by the Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; 
Shooting, by A. T. Stuakt-Wortley ; 
Cookery, by Gborgb Saintsburt. 
With II Illustrations and various Dia- 
grams. Crown 8vo., 51. 

THE GROUSE. Natural Histonr by the 
Rev. H. A. Macpherson; Shootiiig, 
by A. J. Stuart-Wortley ; Cookery, 
by George Saintsbury. With 13 
Illustrations and various Diagrams. 
Crown 8vo. , 51. 

THE PHEASANT. Natural History by 
the Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; Shooting, 
by A. J. Stuart-Wortley; Cookery, 
by Alexander InnesSh AND. With 10 
Illustrations and various Diagrams. 
Crown 8vo. , 5J. 



THE HARE Natural History by th( 
Rev. H. A. Macpherson J Shooting 
by the Hon. Gerald Lascelles 
Coursing, by Charles Richardson 
Hunting, by J. S. Gibbons and G. H 
Longman ; cookery, by CoL Kennei 
Herbert. With 9 Illustrations. Cr 
8va, $5. 

WILDFOWL. ^ the Hon. John Scott 
Montagu, M.P., &c. [In preparation 

THE RED DEER. By Cameron 01 
Lochibl, Lord Ebrington, &c. 

[In preparation 



BADMINTON MAGAZINE (THE) OF 
SPORTS AND PASTIMES, THE. 
Edited by Alfred & E. Watson 
('Rapier'). With numerous Illustra- 
tions, IS. Monthly. 

Vol. I., August to December, 1895. 6^. 

Vol. II., January to June, 1896. 6s. 

Bickerdyke.— Days of My Life on 
Watbrs Fresh and Salt ; and other 
Papers. By John Bickerdyke. With 
Photo-Etched Frontispiece and 8 Full- 
page Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 6s, 

DEAD SHOT (THE) : or, Sporteman's 
Complete Guide. Being a Treatise on 
the Use of the Gtm, with Rudimentary 
and Finishing Lessons on the Art ot 
Shooting Game of all kinds. By 
Mabksman. With 13 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., 10s. 6d. 

Ellis.— Chess Sparks; or, Short and 
Bright Games of Chess. Collected and 
Arranged by J. H. Ellis, M.A. 8vo., 

4s. 6d. 



Falkener.— Games, Ancient and Ori 

ENTAL, AND HOW TO PLAY ThEM 

By Edward Falkener. With nume 
rous Photographs & Diagrms. 8vo 



21J 



Ford.— The Theory and Practice 01 
Archery. By Horace Ford. Nev 
Edition, thoroughly Revised and Re 
written by W. Butt, M. A. With a Pre 
face by C. J. Longman, M.A. 8vo., i^r 

Franol8.~A Book on Angling: oi 
Treatise on the Art of Fishing in ever] 
Branch; including full Illustrated Lis 
of Salmon Flies. By Francis Francis 
With Portrait and Plates. Cr. 8vo., 15J 

Gibson.— Tobogganing on Crookee 
Runs. By the Hon. Harry Gibson, 
With Contributions by F. db B. Strick 
land and 'Lady-Tobogganer'. Witt 
40 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , dr. 

Graham.— Country Pastimes fos 
Boys. By P. Anderson Graham. 
With numerous Illustrations from Draw- 
ings and Photographs. Crown 8vo., 6s, 
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Tjang.— Amouno Sketches. By A. 
Lang. With ao Illus. Cr. 8vo. , y. 6d, 

IiongTnan.— Chess Openings. By 
Fred. W. Lx)ngman. Fcp. 8vo., as, 6a, 

Maskelyne.— Sharps and Flats : a 
Complete Revdation of the Secrets of 
Cheating at Games of Chance and Skill. 
By John Nevil Maskeltne. With 62 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s, 

Park.— The Game of Golf. By 
Wir.UAii Pakk, Tunr., Champion 
Golfer, 1887-89. with 17 Plates and 
26 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
8vo., 7s. 6d. 

Payne-Gkdlwey (Sir Ralph. Bart). 

Letters to Young Shooters (First 
Series). OntheChoiceaodUseofa Gun. 
With 41 Illustrations. Cr. 8va , 7s. 6d, 

Lettersto Young Shooters. (Second 
Series). On the Production, Preserva- 
tion, and Killingof Game. With Direc- 
tions in Shooting Wood-Pigeons and 
Breaking-in Retrievers. With 104 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., zar. 6d, 



Sport and fzAtimt— continued. 

Pole (William). 



The Theory of the Modern Scien- 
tific Game of Whist. Fcp. 8vo.. 
ar. 6d, 

The Evolution of Whist. Cr. 8vo.,6i. 



Prootor.— How to Play Whist: 
WITH the Laws and Etiquette or 
Whist. By Richard A. Proctob. 
Crown 8va, y, 6d, 



Bonalds*— The Fly-Fisher's Ento- 
mology. By Alfred Ronalds With 
ao Coloured Plates. 8vo., 14J. 



WiloockB. The Sea Fisherman : Com- 
prising the Chief Methods of Hook and 
Line Fishing in the British and other 
Seas, and Remarks on Nets, Boats, and 
Boating. By J. CWiloocks. Illustrated. 
Crown 8va, 6s, 



Yeterinary Hedioine, fto. 



steel (John Henry). 

A Treatise on the Diseases of the 
Dog. 88 Illustrations. 8vo., los. 6d. 

A Treatise on the Diseases of 
the Ox. With 119 Illustrations. 
Bvc, 15J. 

A Treatise on the Diseases op the 
Sheep. With 100 Illustrations. 8vo., 

12S. 

Outlines of Equine Anatomy: a 
Manual for the use of Veterinary 
Students in the Dissecting Room. 
Crown 8vo. , 7J. 6d. 



Fitawygram.-HoRSES and Stables. 
By Major-General Sir F. Fitzwygram, 
Bart With 56 pages of Illustrations. 
8vo., ar. 6d. net. 

" Stoneheiige.''~THEDoGiN Health 
and Disease. By " Stonehenge ". 
With 78 Illustrations 8vo., 7s, 6d. 

Youatt (William). 

The Horse. With 53 Illustrations. 
8vo., js, 6d, 

The Dog. AATith 53 Illustraiions. 
8vo. , 6s. 



Mental, Moral, and 

LOGIC, RHETORIC, 

Abbott.— The Elements of Logic. By 
T. K. Abbott, B.D. i2mo., 3*. 

Aristotle. 

The Politics : G. Bekker's Greek Text 
of Books I., III., IV. (VII.), with an 
English Translation by W. E. Hol- 
land, M.A. ; and short Introductory 
Essays by A Lang, M.A. Crown 
8vo., ys. 6d, 



Political Philosophy. 

PSYCHOLOGY, ETC. 
Aristotle. — continued. 

The Politics: Introductory Essays. 
By Andrew Lang (from Holland and 
Lang's • Polities'). Cr. 8vo., 2J. 6d. 

The Ethics: Greek Text, Illustrated 
with Essay and Notes. By Sir Alex- 
ander Grant, Bart, a vols. 8vo.,32j. 
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Aristotle. — continued. 
An Introduction to Aristotle's 
Ethics. Books I. -IV. (Book X. c. 
vi.-ix. in an Appendix.) With a con- 
tinuous Analysis and Notes. By the 
Rev. E. Moore, D.D. Cr. 8vo.,iof.6^. 

Bacon (Francis). 

Complete Works. Edited by R. L* 
Ellis, J. Spedding, and D. D. 
Heath. 7 vols. 8vo. , £^ 13J. 6d. 

Letters and Life, including all his 
occasional Works. Edited by James 
Spedding. 7 vols. 8vo., ^^4 45. 

The Essays: with Annotations. By 
Richard Whately, D.D. Svo., 
\os. 6d. 

The Essays : Edited, with Notes. By 
F. Storr and C H. Gibson. Cr. 
8vo., y. 6d, 

The Essays. With Introduction, Notes, 
and Index. By K A. Abbott. D.D, 
3 vols. Fcp. 8vo., 6s. The Text and 
Index only, without Introduction and 
Notes, in One Volume. Fcp. 8vo., 
9s. 6d. 

Bain (Alexander). 
Mental Science. Crown 8vo. , 6s. 6d, 

Moral Science. Crown 8vo., 4;. 6d, 

The two works as above can be had in one 
volume, price 10s. 6d. 

Senses and the Intellect. Svo. , i5r. 

Emotions and the Will. 8vo., 15J. 

Logic, Deductive and Inductive. 
Part I., 4f. Part II., dr. 6d. 

Practical Essays. Crown 8vo., 2J. 

Bray (Charles). 
The Philosophy of Necessity: or 
Law in Mind as in Matter. Cr. 8vo. , $s. 

The Education of the Feelings : a 
Moral System for SchooK Crown 
8vo., 2J. 6d. 

Bray.— Elements of Morality, in 
Easy Lessons for Home and School 
Teaching. By Mrs. Charles Bray. 
Cr. 8vo., IS. 6d. 



Davidson.— The Logic of Defini- 
tion, Explained and Applied. By 
William l. Davidson, M. A. Crown 
8vo., 6s. 

Green (Thomas Hill). The Works of. 
Edited by R. L. Nettleship. 

Vols. I. and II. Philosophical Works. 
8vo., i6f. each. 

Vol. HI. Miscellanies. AAHth Index to 
Uie three Volumes, and Memoir. Svo. , 
21J. 

Lectures on the Principles op 
Political Obligation. With 
Prefece by Bernard Bosanquet. 
8vo., SJ. 

Hodgson (Shadworth H.). 

Time and Space: a Metaphysical 

Elssay. Svo., ■16s. 
The Theory of Practice : an Ethical 

Inquiry, a vols. Svo., 24;. 
The Philosophy of Reflection, a 

vols. Svo., 2K. 

Hume.— The Philosophical Works 
OF David Hinm. Edited by T. H. 
Green and T. H. Grose. 4 vols. Svo. , 
56f. Or separately, Essays, a vols. 
aSj. Treatise of Human Nature, a 
vols. aSf. 

Justinian.— The Institutes of Jus- 
tinian: Latin Text, chiefly that of 
Huschke, with English Introduction, 
Translation, Notes, and Summary. By 
Thomas C. Sandars, M.A. Svo., iSi. 

Kant (Immanuel). 

Critique of Practical Reason, and 
Other Works on the Theory of 
Ethics. Translated byT. K. Abbott, 
B.D. With Memoir. Svo., lar. 6d. 

Fundamental Principles of the 
Metaphysic of Ethics. Trans- 
lated by T. K. Abbott, B.D. (Er 
tracted from ' Kant's Critique v.\ 
Practical Reason and other Works on 
the Theory of Ethics. ' Cr. Svo. , y. 

Introduction to Logic, and his 
Essay on the Mistaken Subtilty 
OF the Four Figures. Translated 
by T. K. Abbott, and with Notes by 
S. T. Coleridge, ^no.^^. 
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Killiok.— Handbook to Mill's Sys- 
tem OP Logic By Rev. A. H. Kil- 
LICK, M.A. Crown 8vo., y. 6d, 



Iiadd (Gborob Trumbull). 

Philosophy of Mind: an Essay on 
the Metaphysics of Physiology. 8vo., 

Elements op Physiological Psy- 
chology. 8V0., 2IJ. 

Outlines op Physiological Psy- 
chology. A Text-Book of Mental 
Science for Academies and Colleges. 

8V0., I2J. 

Psychology, Descriptive and Ex- 
planatory : a Treatise of the Pheno- 
mena, Laws, and Development of 
Hmnan Mental life. 8vo., 21J. 

Primer op Psychology. Crown 8vo., 
5f . 6rf. 



Lewes.— The History of Philosophy, 
from Thales to Comte. By George 
Henry Lewes. 2 vols. 8vo., 321. 



Max MiiUer (F.). 
The Science of Thought. 



Svo. , 2 1 J. 



Three Introductory Lectures on 
the Science of Thought. Svo., 
2j. 6d. 



MilL — Analysis of the Phenomena 
OF the Human Mind. By James 
Mill. 2 vols. Svo., 28 j. 



Mill (John Stuart). 

A System of Logic. Cr. Svo. , 3J. 6d. 

On Liberty. Cr. Svo., is. 4^. 

On Representative Government. 
Crown Svo. , 2J. 

Utilitarianism. Svo., 2s. 6d. 

Examination of Sir William 
Hamilton's Philosophy. Svo. , 16s. 

Nature, the Utility of Religion, 
and Theism. Three Essays, Svo. , 5?. 



Mo880.— Fear. By Angelo Mosso. 
Translated from the Italian by £. Lough 
and F. Kiesow. With 8 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo. , js. 6d, 



Bomanes.— Mind and Motion and 
Monism. By George John Romanes, 
M.A., LL.D., F.R.S. Crown Svo., 
4J. 6(L 



Stock.— Deductive Logic By St. 
George Stock. Fcp. Svo., 3«. 6d. 



Sully (James). 

The Human Mind: a Text-book of 
Psychology, a vols. Svo., 2u. 

Outlines OF Psychology. Svo.,9j. 

The Teacher's Handbook of Psy- 
chology. Crown Svo., 5^. 

Studies of Childhood. Svo. icj. 6d. 



Swinburne.— Picture Logic : an 
Attempt to Popularise the Science of 
Reasoning. By Alfred James Swin- 
burne, M.A. With 23 Woodcuts. 
Post Svo. , 5J. 



Weber.— History of Philosophy. 
By Alfred Weber, Professor in the 
University of Strasburg, Translated by 
Frank Thilly, Ph.D. Svo., i6j. 



WTiately (Archbishop). 

Bacon's Essays. With Annotation. 
By R. Whately. Svo., iot. 6d. 

Elements of Logic. Cr. Svo., 45. 6d. 

Elements of Rhetoric. Cr. 8vo., 
4J. 6d. 

Lessons on Reasoning. Fcp. Svo., 
li. 6d. 
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Mental, Moral and Political PhUosophy — continued. 

Zeller (Dr. Edward)— £o»/t»»«Mr. 



Seller (Dr. £dwakd« Professor in the 
University of Berlin). 

The Stoics, Epicureans and Scep- 
tics. Tnuislated by the Rev. O. J. 
Reichel, M.A. Crown 8vo., 151. 

Outlines of the History of Greek 
Philosophy. Translated by Sarah 
F. Alleyne and Evelyn Abbott. 
Crown 8vo. , lof . td. 



Plato and the Older Academy. 
Translated by Sarah F. Alleyne 
and Alfred Goodwin, B. A. Crown 
8vo.. i8J. 



Socrates and the SocraticSchools. 
Translated by the Rev. O. J. Reichel, 
M.A. Crown 8vo., lOf. 6d, 



MANUALS OF CATHOLIC PHILOSOPHY. 

f Stony hurst Series.) 



A Manual of Political Economy. 
By C. S. Devas, M.A. Cr. 8vo., 6*. 6d. 

First Principles of Knowledge. By 
John Rickaby, S.J. Crown 8vo., 51. 

General Metaphysics. By J ohn Rick- 
aby, S.J. Crown 8vo. , 5^. 

Logic. By Richard F. Clarke, S.J. 
Crown 8vo., 5^. 



Moral Philosophy (Ethics and Natu- 
ral Law). By Joseph Rickaby, S. J. 
Crown 8va, 5*. 



Natural Theology. By Bernard 
BoEDDER, S.J. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d. 



Psychology. By Michael Mahbr, 
S.J. Crown 8va. 6^. 6d, 



HistoFy and Science of Language, fto. 

Max Mtiller (F.)— continued. 



Davidson.— Leading AND Important 
English Words: Explained and Ex- 
emplified. By William L. David- 
son, M a. Fcp. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Farrar. — Language and Languages. 
By F. W. Farrar, D.D., F.R.S., Cr. 
8vo., 6s. 

Graham. — English Synonyms, Classi- 
fied and Explained : with Practical 
Exercises. By G. F. Graham. Fcap. 
Bvo., 6s. 

Max Mtiller (F.). 

The Science of Language, Founded 
on Lectures delivered at the Royal 
Institution in 1861 and 1863. 2 vols. 
Crown 8vo., 21s. 

Biographies of Words, and the 
Home ofthe Aryas. Crown 8vo., 
ys. 6d. 



Three Lectures on the Science 
OF Language, and its Place in 
General Education, delivered at 
Oxford, 1889. Crown 8vo., y. 



Roget. — THESAURUS of English 
WORDS and Phrases. Classified and 
Arranged so as to Facilitate the Ex- 
pression of Ideas and assist in Literary 
Composition. By Peter Mark Roget, 
M. D. , F. R. S. Recomposed throughout, 
enlarged and improved, partlv from the 
Author's Notes, and with a mil Index, 
by the Author's Son, John Lewis 
Roget. Crown 8vo., lor. 6d. 



Whately.— English Synonyms. By 
E. Jane Whately. Fcap. 8vo., y. 
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Politieal Eoonomy and Economics. 



Ashley. — English Economic History 
AND Theory. By W. J. Ashley, 
M.A. Crown 8vo., Part I., $s. Part 
II., zor. 6d. 

Bagehot.— Economic Studies. Bjr 
Walter Bagehot. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Barnett.— Practicable Socialism : 
Essays on Social Reform. By the Rev. 
S. A. and Mrs. Barnbtt. Cr. 8vo., 6j. 

Braaaey.— Papers and Addresses on 
Work AND Wages. By Lord Brassey. 
Crown Svo. , $s. 

Devaa.— A Manual of Political 
Economy. By C. S. Devas, M.A. 
Crown Svo. , 6s. 6d, {^Manuals of Catholic 
Philosophy, ) 

DowelL— A History of Taxation 
and Taxes in England, from the 
Earliest Times to the Year 1885. By 
Stephen Dowell (4 vols. 8vo. ) Vols. 
I. and II. The History of Taxation, 
21J. Vols. III. and IV. The History of 
Taxes, 21J. 

Maoleod (Henry Dunning, M.A. ). 
Bimetalism. 8vo.. 5f. net. 
Elements of Banking. Cr. 8vo. , 3J. 6d. 
The Theory and Practice of Bank- 
ing. Vol. I. 8vo. , laj. Vol II. 14J. 



Maoleod (Henry Dunning)— «^i»/. 

The Theory of Credit. Svo. Vol 
I. loj. net Vol. II., Part L, \os. net. 
Vol. II. Part II., lor. 6d. 

A Digest of the Law of Bills of 
Exchange, Bank Notes, &c. 

[/« the press. 

Mill.— Political Economy. By John 
Stuart Mill. 

Popular Edition. Crown Svo. , 35 6rf. 
Library Edition. 2 vols. Svo., yu. 

Ssnnea.— Political Economy : a Shcnt 
Text-book of Political Economy. With 
Problems for Solution, and Hints for 
Supplementary Reading ; also a Supple- 
mentary Chapter on Sialism. By E. J. 
Symes, M.A. Crown Svo. , 2j. 6d. 

Toynbee.— Lectures on the In- 
dustrial Revolution of the i8th 
Century in England. By Arnold 
Toynbee. With a Memoir of the 
Author by Benjamin Jowett, D.D. 
Svo., 10s, 6d. 

Webb.— The History of Trade 
Unionism. By Sidney and Beatrice 
Webb. With Map and full Bibliography 
of the Subject. 8vo., i&r. 



STUDIES IN ECONOMICS AND POLITICAL SCIENCE. 

Issued under the auspices of the London School of Economics and Political Science. 



The History of Local Rates in Eng- 
land: Five Lectures. By Edwin 
C ANN AN, M.A., Balliol College, Oxford. 
Crown Svo., 2J. 6d. 

Select Documents Illustrating the 

History of Trade Unionism. 

I. The Tailoring Trade. Edited by 

F. W. Galton. With a Preface 

by Sidney Webb, LL.B. Crown 

Svo., $s. 

Deploige's Referendum en Suisse. 
Translated with Introduction and Notes, 
by P. C. Trevelyan, M.A. 

[/« preparation. 



Select Documents Illustrating the 
State Regulation of Wages. 
Edited, with Introduction and Notes, 
by W. A. S. Hewins, M.A., Pembroke 
College, Oxford ; Director of the 
London School of Economics and Poli- 
tical Science. \^In preparation. 

Hungarian Gild Records. Edited by 
Dr. Julius MANDELLO,of Budapest. 

[In preparation. 

The Relations between England 

AND the HANSEATIC LEAGUE. By 

Miss E. A. MacArthur, Vice-Mistress 
of Girton College, Cambridge. 

[/« preparation. 



Babington. — Fallacies of Race 
Theories as Applied to National 
Characteristics. Essaysby William 
Dalton Babington, M.A. Crown 
Svo. , 6s. 



Evolution, Anthropology, &c. 

Clodd (Edward). 



The Story of Creation : a Plain Ac- 
count of Evolution. With 77 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo. , y. 6d. 
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EYolation, Anthropology, &c. — continued, 

Clodd {^\yfiKSJi)— continued, Romanes (George John). 



A Primer of Evolution: being a 
Popular Abridged Edition of 'The 
Story of Creation'. With Illus- 
trations. Fcp. 8vo., I J. (id. 

Lang.— Custom and Myth: Studies 
of Early Usage and Belief. By Andrew 
Lang, M.A. With 15 Illustrations. 
Crown 8va, 3*. 6rf. 

Iiubbock.— The Origin op Civilisa- 
tion and the Primitive Condition of 
Man. By Sir J. Lubbock, Bart., M.P. 
With 5 Plates and 20 Illustrations in the 
Text. 8vo. iSj. 



Darwin, and After Darwin ; an £x> 
position of the Darwinian Theory, 
and a Discussion on Post-Darwinian 
Questions. 

Part I. The Darwinian Theory. 
With Portrait of Darwin and 125 
Illustrations. Crown Svo., loif. &f. 

Part II. Post-Darwinian Ques- 
tions : Heredity and Utility. With 
Portrait of the Author and 5 Illus- 
trations. Cr. Svo., lOf. tid. 

An Examination of Weismannism. 
Crown Svo. , 6j. 



Classieal Literature and Translations, &c. 



Abbott.— Hellenica. A Collection of 
Essays on Greek Poetry, Philosophy, 
History, and Religion. Edited by 
Evelyn Abbott, M.A.,LL.D. 8vo.,i6f. 

iESSChylUS.— EUMENIDES OF iESCHY- 

lus. With Metrical English Translation. 
By J. F. Davies. Svo., js, 
Aristophanes.— The Acharnians of 
Aristophanes, translated Into English 
Verse. By R. Y. Tyrrell. Cr. Svo. , \s. 

Becker (Professor). 
Gallus : or, Roman Scenes in the Time 

of Augustus. Illustrated. Cr. Svo., 

3J. dd. 
Charicles : or, Illustrations of the 

Private Life of the Ancient Greeks. 

Illustrated. CrSvo., 35. 6t/. 

Cioero. — Cicero's Correspondence. 
By R. Y. Tyrrell. Vols. I., IL, III. 
Svo., each lai. Vol. IV., i«;j. 

FamelL— Greek Lyric Poetry: a 
Complete Collection of the Surviving 
Passages from the Greek Song- Writing. 
By George S. Farnell, M. A. With 5 
Plates. Svo., i6j. 

Iiang.— Homer and the Epic. By 
Andrew Lang. Crown Svo. , qj. net. 

Iiucan.— The Pharsalia op Lucan. 
Translated into blank Verse, with 
some Notes. By Edward Ridley, 
Q.C., sometime Fellow of All Souls 
College, Oxford. 

Mackail.— Select Epigrams from 
the Greek Anthology. By J. W. 
Mackail Svo., ids. 



Bich.— A Dictionary of Roman and 
Greek Antiquities. By A. Rich, 
B.A. With 2000 Woodcuts. Crown 
Svo., ^s. 6d. 

Sophocles.— Translated into English 
Verse. By Robert Whitelaw, M. A. , 
Assistant Master in Rugby School : late 
Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. 
Crown Svo., Sj. 6d, 

Tacitus.— The History of P. Cor- 
nelius Tacitus. Translated into 
English, with an Introduction and 
Notes, Critical and Ebcplanatory, by 
Albert Wiluam Quill, M.A. 
T.C.D., sometime Scholar of Trinity 
College, Dublin. 2 Vols. Vol. I 
Svo., 7s. 6d., Vol. II., I2J. 6d. 

TyrrelL— Translations into Greek 
AND Latin Verse. Edited by R. Y. 
Tyrrell. Svo., 6s. 

Virgil.— The iENEiD OF Virgil. Trans- 
lated into English Verse by John Con- 
INGTON. Crown Svo., dr. 

The Poems of Virgil. Translated 
into English Prose by John Coning- 
TON. Crown Svo., 6s. 

The iENEiD of ViRGiL.freely translated 
into English Blank Verse. By W. J. 
Thornhill. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

The iENEiD of Virgil. Books I. to 
VI. Translated into English Verse 
by James Rhoades. Crown Svo. , y. 

Wilkins.— The Growth op the Hom- 
eric P0EM&. ^ ^»"^YLXyev?». Vt^,^a&, 
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Poetry and the Drama. 



AoTirorth.— Ballads of thk Marat- 
has. Rendered into Elnglish Verse from 
the Marathi Origiiuils. By Harrt 

AtBUTHNOT ACWORTH. 8vO.. y. 

Allingham (William). ' 

Blackberries. Imperial i6ma, 6ir. 

Irish Songs and Poems. With Fron- 
Qspiece of the Waterfall of Asaroe. 
Fcp. 8vo., 6f 

Laurence Bloompikld. With Por- 
trait of the Author. Fcp. 8va , y, 6d. 

Flower Pteces; Dat and Night 
Songs; Ballads. With 2 Designs 
bjr D. G. Rossetti. Fcp. 8va , 6*. ; 
lanpe oaper edition. lar. 

Life and Phantasy: with Frontis- 
piece by Sir J. F*. MiLLAis, Bart, 
and Design by Arthur Hughes. 
Fcp. 8vo.. 6ir. ; large paper edition, lor. 

Thought and Word, and Ashbt 
Manor : a Play. Fcp. 8vo. , dr. ; large 
paper edition, laj. 

Sets of the above 6 vols, may be had in 
unijorm half-parchment binding, price 30J. 



Armstrong (G. F. Savage). 

Poems: Lyrical and Dramatic. Fcp. 
8vo., 6s. 

King Saul. (The Tragedy of Israel, 
Part I.) Fcp. 8vo. 55. 

King Daviu. (The Tragedy of Israel, 
Part II. ) Fcp. Bvo. . 6j. 

King Solomon. (The Tragedy of 
Israel, Part III.) Fcp. Bvo., 6s. 

Ugone : a Tragedy. Fcp. 8vo. , 6s. 

A Garland from Greece: Poems. 
Fcp. 8vo. , 75. 6d. 

Storiks of Wicklow: Poems. Fcp. 
8vo., ys. 6d. 

Mephistopheles in Broadcloth: a 
Satire. Fcp. 8vo. , 4$-. 

One in the Infinite: a Poem. Cr. 
8vo.. 7J. 6</. 



Armstrong.— The Poetical Works 
op Edmund J. Armstrong. Fcp. 

Arnold (Stc Eowiy). 

The Light of the World : or, the 
Great Consummation. Cr. 8vo., tj. 6d. 
net 

The Tenth Musr. and other 
Poems. Crown 8vo., 55. net. 

Potiphar's Wife, and other Poems. 
Crown 8vo., 5*. net 

Adzuma : or, the Japanese Wife. A 
Play. Crown 8vo., 6». 6d, net 

Beesly.— Ballads, and other Verse. 
By A. H. Beesly. Fcp. 8vo. , 5*. 

Bell (Mrs. Hugh). 

Chamber Comedies: a Collection of 
Plays and Monologues for the Draw- 
ing Room. Crown 8vo., 6u. 

Fairy Tale Plays, and How to Act 
Them. With numerous Illustratioos 
by Lancelot Speed. Crown 8vo. 

Carmichael.— Poems. By Jennings 
Carmichael (Mrs. Francis Mullis). 
Crown 8vo. , 6s. net. 

Christie.— Lays and Verses. By 
N I MMO Christie. Crown 8va , y. td. 

Cochrane (Alfred). 

The KESTREL'.sNEST.and other Verses. 
Fcp. 8vo., 3J. 6d. 

Leviore Plectro : Occasional Verses. 
Fcp. 8vo., 3J. 6d. 

Florian.— The Fables of Florian. 
Done into English Verse by Sir Philip 
Perring, Bart. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 

Goethe. 

Faust, Part I., the German Text, with 
Introduction and N ot es. By Albert 
M. Selss. Ph.D., M.A. Cr. 8vo., 5J. 

Faust. Translated, with Notes. By 
T. E. Webb. 8vo., i2j. 6d. 

Qumev.— Day Dreams: Poems. By 
Rev. Alfred Gurney. M.A. Crown 
8vo, v. 6d. 
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Poetry and the T^VKOiA— continued. 



Ingelow (Jean). 
Poetical Works. 2 vols. Fcp. 8vo., 

I2J. 

Lyrical and Other Poems. Selected 
from the Writings of jEAN iNGELOW. 
Fcp. 8vo. , 25. 6d.\ cloth plain, y. 
cloth gilt. 

Iiang (Andrew). 

Ban and Arri^re Ban. A Rally ot 
Fugitive Rhymes Fcp, 8vo., 51. 
net 

Grass of Parnassus. Fcp. Svc, 
2i. td, net. 

Ballads of Books. Edited by 
Andrew Lang. Fcp. Svo. , 6s. 

The Blub Poetry Book. Edited by 
Andrew Lang. With 12 Plates and 
88 Illustrations in the Text by H. J. 
FoKD and Lancelot Speed. Crown 
8vo., 6s. 

Iiecky .—Poems. By W. E. H. Lbcky. 
Fcp. 8vo., 5J. 

Iiindsay.— The Flower Seller, and 
other Poems. By Lady Lindsay. 
Crown 8vo., 5s. 

Lytton (The Earl of) (Owen 
Meredith). 

Marah. Fcp. 8vo., 6j. 6d. 

King Poppy: a Fantasia. With i 
Plate and Design on Title-Page by 
SirED. Burne-Jones,A.R.A. Crown 
8vo., iQT. 6d. 

The Wanderer. Cr. 8vo. , los. 6d. 

Lucile. Crown 8vo., los. 6d. 

Selected Poems. Cr. 8vo., loj. 6d. 

Macaulay.— Lays of Ancient Rome, 
&c. By Lord Macaulay. 

Illustrated by G. SCHARF. Fcp. 4to., 

loj. 6d. 
Bijou Edition. 

i8mo., IS. 6d., gilt top. 

Popular Edition. 



Fcp. 4to., 6d. sewed, is. cloth. 
Illustrated by J. R. Weguelin. Crown 

8vo., 3J. 6d. 
Annotated Edition. Fcp. 8vo., is, 

sewed, is. 6d. cloth. 

Maodonald.— A Book of Stripe, in 
the Form of the Diary of an Old 
Soul: Poems. By George Mao- 
donald, LL.D. i8mo.. 6s. 



Morris (William). 

Poetical Works. Library Edition. 
Complete in Ten Volumes. Crown 
8vo., price 6s. each. 



The Earthly Paradise. 
each. 



4 vols. 6s, 



The Life and Death of Jason. 6s, 

The Defence of Guenevbre, and 
other Poems. 6s. 

The Story of Sigurd the Volsung, 
and the Fall of the Niblungs. 6s, 

Love is Enough ; or. The Freeing of 
Pharamond : a Morsility ; and Pobms 
BY THE Way. 6s. 



The Odyssey of Homer. 
English Verse. 6s. 

The iENEiDs of Virgil. 
English Verse. 6s. 



Done into 
Done into 



Certain of the Poetical Works may also be 
had in the following Editions : — 

The Earthly Paradise. 
Popular Edition. 5 vols. lamo., 
25J. ; or 5J. each, sold separately. 

The same in Ten Parts, 25J. \ or %s,6d, 
each, sold separately. 

Cheap Edition, in i vol. Cr. 8vo. , 7s. 6d. 

Love is Enough ; or, The Freeing of 
Pharamond : a Morality. Square 
crown 8vo. , 7s. 6d. 

Poems by the Way. Square crown 
8vo. , 6j. 

*»*For Mr. William Morris's Prose 
Works, see p. 31. 



Murray.— ( Robert F. ), Author of • The 
Scarlet Gown '. His Poems, with a 
Memoir by Andrew Lang. Fcp. 8vo., 
55. net. 



Nesbit.— Lays and Legends. By E. 
Nesbit (Mrs. Hubert Bland). First 
Series. Crown 8vo., y. 6d, Sec6nd 
Series, with Portrait. Ctos^xk. %««i. , "t^. 
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Poetry and the UramsL— continued. 



(Hbdlbt) (Frank Lbtton). 

Skblbton Leaves: Poems. With a 
Dedicatory Poem to the late Hon. 
Roden Noel. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d, net 

The Shadows of the Lake, and 
other Poems. Fcp. 8vo., as. 6d. net 

Piatt (Sarah). 

Poems. With Portrait of the Author, 
a vols. Crown 8vo., lor. 

An Enchanted Castle, and other 
Poems : Pictures, Portraits and People 
in Ireland. Crown Svo., y, 6d, 

Piatt (John James). 

IDTLS and Lyrics of the Ohio 
Valley. Crown 8vo., 55. 

Little New World Idyls. Cr. 8to., 
5*. 



Khoades.— Teresa and Other 
Poems. By James Rhoades. Crown 
8vo., 3*. 6d. 



Biley (James Whitcomb). 

Old Fashioned Roses : Poems, 
lamo., 5f. 

Poems Here at Home. Fcap. 8va, 
6f. net 



Shakespeare.— Bowdlbr's Family 
Shakespeare. With 36 Woodcuts, 
z voL 8vo., 141. Or in 6 vols. Fcp. 
8vo., au. 

The Shakespeare Birthday Book. 
By Mary F. Dunbar, aamo., ij. 6rf. 



Stiirgls.--A Book OF Song. By Julian 
Sturois. i6mo., $5. 



Works of Fiction, Humoar, &o. 



Alden.— Among the Freaks. By W. 
L. Alden. With 55 Illustrations by J. 
F. Sullivan and Florence K. Up- 
ton. Crown 8vo, y. 6d. 



Anstey (F.), Author of ' Vice VersA'. 



Voces Populi. Reprinted from 
' Punch '. First Series. With 20 
Illustrations by J. Bernard Part- 
ridge. Cr. 8vo., 3J. 6d. 



The Travelling Companions. Re- 
printed from ' Punch '. With 25 Ilius. 
by J. B. Partridge. Post 410., y. 



The Man from Blankley's : a Stoiy 
in Scenes, and other Sketches. With 
34 Illustrations by J. Bernard Part- 
ridge. Post 4to. , dr. 



Astor.— A Journey in Other Worlds. 
a Romance of the Future. By John 
Jacob Astor. With 10 Illustrations. 
Cr. 8vo., 6j. 



Baker.— By the Western Sea. By 
James Baker, Author of ' John Westa- 
cott'. Crown 8vo., 31. 6d. 



Beaconsfield (The Earl of). 

Novels and Tales. 
Complete in n vols. Cr. 8vo., ij. 6d. 



each. 

Vivian Grey. 
TheYoungDuke, &c. 
Alroy, Ixion, &c. 
Contarini Fleming, 

&c. 
Tancred. 



Sybil. 

Henrietta Temple. 

Venetia. 

Coningsby. 

Lothair. 

Endymion. 

Novels and Tales. The Hughenden 
Edition. With 2 Portraits and 11 
Vignettes. 11 vols. Cr. 8vo., 42^. 
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WorkB of Fiction, Hnmour, Iko.— continued. 



Dougall (L.). 
Beggars All. Crown 8vo., 3^. 6d, 

What Necbssitt Knows. Crown 
8vo., 6s. 

Doyle (A. CoNAN). 

MiCAH Clarke : a Tale of Monmouth's 
Rebellion. V/lth 10 Illustrations. 
Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

The Captain of the Polbstar, and 
other Tales. Cr. Svo., y. 6d. 

The Refugees : a Tale of the Hugue- 
nots. With 25 Illustrations. Crown 
Svo., 3J. 6d, 

The Stark-Munro Letters. Cr. 
Svo., 6s. 



F irrar (F. W., Dean of Canterbury). 

Darkness and Dawn : or, Scenes in 
the Days of Nero. An Historic Tale. 
Cr. Svo. , js. 6d. 

Gathering Clouds : a Tale of the 
Days of St. Chrysostom. Crown 
Svo., js. 6d. 



Fowler. — The Young Pretenders. 
A Story of ChUd Life. By Edith H. 
Fowler. With 12 Illustrations by 
Philip Burne-Jones. Crown Svo., 6s, 



Proude.^THE Two Chiefs of Dun- 
boy: an Irish Romance of the Last 
Century. By J. A. Froude. Cr. Svo. 
3J. 6d, 

Haggard (H. Rider). 

She. 32 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 3r. 6d, 

Allan Quatermain. With 31 Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo., y. 6d. 

Maiwa's Revenge. Crown Sva, is. 
boards; is, 6d. cloth. 

Colonel Quaritch, V.C. Cr. Srat 
y> 6d, 

Cleopatra, ^f^\^h 29 Illustrations 
Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 



Haggard (H. Rihe.^)— continued. 
Beatrice. Cr. Svo., 3^. 6d. 

Eric Brighteyes. With 51 Illustra- 
tions. Cr. Svo., y. 6d. 

Heart of the World. With 15 
Illustrations, Crown Svo., 6s. 

Joan Haste. With 20 Illustrations. 
Cr. Svo., 6s. 

The People of the Mist. With 16 
Illustrations. Crown Svo. , 6s. 

Montezuma's Daughter. With 24 
Illustrations. Crown Svo., y. 6d. 

Nada the Lily. With 23 Illustra- 
tions. Cr. Svo., y. 6d. 

Allan's Wife. With 34 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo. , 3^. 6d. 

The Witch's Head. With 16 Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo., y. 6d. 

Mr. Meeson's Will. With x6 Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo., y. 6d, 



Dawn. With 16 Illustrations. 
Svo., y. 6d. 



Crown 



Haggard and Lang.— The World's 
Desire. By H. Rider Haggard and 
Andrew Lang. With 27 Illustrations 
Crown Svo. , y. 6d. 

Harte. — In the Carquinez Woods, 
and other Stories. By Bret Harte. 
Cr. Svo., y. 6d. 

Hope.— The Heart of Princess 
OsRA. By Anthony Hope. With 9 
Illustrations by John Williamson. 
Crown Svo., 6j. 



Homung. — The Unbidden Guest. 
By E. W. Hornung. Cr. Svo., y. 6d. 



Ziang.— A Monk of Fife : a Romance 

. of the Days of Jeanne D'Arc. By 

Andrew Lang. With Illustrations 

and Initial Letters by Selwyn Image. 

Crown Svo, 6s. 
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Works of Fiction, Humour, iui.'-^ontinued 



Lyall (Edna). 
THE Autobiography of a Slamobr. 

Fcp. 8vo., I J. sewed. 
Presentation Edition. With ao mns- 

trations. Cr. 8vo. , ai. 6d, net. 
The Autobiography of a Tiuth. 

Fcp. 8vo., IS. sewed ; is. 6d. doth. 
DoREEN : The Story of a Singer. Cr. 

Svo., 6s. 
Magruder.— The Violet. By Julia 
Magruder. With Illustrations by C. 
D. Gibson. Crown Svo. 
Matthews.— His Father's Son: a 
Novel of the New York Stock Ex- 
change. By Brander Matthews. 
With Illus. Cr. Svo., 6j. 

Melville (G. J. Whyte). 
The Gladiators. Holmby House. 

The Interpreter. j Kate Coventry. 

Good for Nothing. ' Digby Grand. 
The Queen's Maries, j General Bounce. 

Cr. Svo., IS. 6d. each. 
Merriman.— Flotsam : The Study of 
a Life By Henry Seton Merri- 
man. With Frontispiece and Vignette 
by H. G. Massey, A.R.E. Cr. Svo., 6j. 
The Well at the World's End. 
3 vols. Svo. 24s. 
Morris (William). 
The Well at the World's End. a 

vols. , Svo. , 24J. 

The Story of the Glittering Plain, 

which has been also called The Land 

of the Living Men, or The Acre of 

the Undying. Square post Svo., y. 

net. 

The Roots of the Mountains, 

wherein is told somewhat of the Lives 

of the Men of Burgdale, their Friends, 

their Neighbours, their Foemen, and 

their Fellows-in-Arms. Written in 

Prose and Verse. Square cr. Svo. , Ss. 

A Tale of the House of the Wolf- 

INGS, and all the Kindreds of the 

Mark. Written in Prose and Verse. 

Second Edition. Square cr. Svo., 6f. 

A Dream of John Ball, and a 

King's Lesson. lamo., is. 6d. 
News FRo:.r Nowhere ; or, An E[>och 
of Rest. Being some Chapters from 
an Utopian Romance. Post Svo., 
is. 6d. 
•»* For Mr. William Morris's Poetical 
Works, see p. 19. 

Ne-wman (Cardinal). 
Loss and Gain : The Story of a Con- 
vert. Crown Svo. Cabinet Edition 
6s. ; Popular Edition, y. 6d. 



19'ewnian (CAxom K-Ly-^ontintud. 
Callista : A Tale of the Third Cen- 
tury. Crown Svo. Cabinet Editkm, 
6s. ; Popular Edition, y. 6d. 

OUjphant.— Old Mr. Tredgold. By 
Mrs. Oliphant. Crown Sva, 6s. 

Phillipps-Wolley.— Snap : a L^end 
of the Lone MountaiiL By C PmL- 
LIPPS-WOLLEY. With 13 Illustrations- 
by H. G. Willink. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Quintana.— The Cid Campbador: 
an Historical Romance. By D. 

ANTONIO DB TrUEBA Y LA QuiNTANA. 

Translated from the Spanish by Henxy 
J. Gill, M.A., T.C.D. Crown Svo. 66. 

Bhoaoomyl (Owbm). 

The Jewel of Ynys Galon. With 
za Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Battlement and Tower: a Romance. 
Crown Svo., 6s. 

Robertson.— Nuggets inthsDevil's^ 
Punch Bowl, and other Australian 
Tales. By Andrew Robertson. Cr. 
Svo., y. 6d. 

Rokeby.— Dorcas Hobday. By 

Charles Bokeby. 

Sewell (Elizabeth M.). 



Amy Herbert. 
Cleve Hall. 
Gertrude. 
Home Life. 
After Life. 
Ursula. Ivors. 



A Glimpse of the World. 
Laneton Parsonage. 
Margaret Perdval. 
Katharine Ashton. 
The Earl's Daughter. 
The Experience of Life. 
Cr. Svo., IS. 6d. each, cloth plain, aj. 6d. 
each, cloth extra, gilt edges. 

Stevenson (Robert Louis). 
The Strange Case of Dr. Jbkyll 

AND Mr. Hyde. Fcp. 8vo., u. 

sewed, u. 6d. cloth. 
The Strange Case of Dr. Jbkyll 

AND Mr. Hyde ; with Other Fables. 

Crown Svo. , y. 6d. 
More New Arabian Nights— The 

Dynamiter. By Robert Louis 

Stevenson and Fanny Van de 

Grift Stevenson. Crown Svo., 

y. 6d. 
Thb Wrong Box. By Robert Louis 

Stevenson and Lloyd Osbourne. 

Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Suttner.— Lay Down Your Arms- 
Die Wi^/enNieder: The Autobiography 
of Martha Tilling By Bertha von. 
Suttner. Translated by T. Holmes. 
Cr. Svo., 15, 6d. 
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Works of Fiction, Hnmoiu*, ftc. — continued. 

Walford(L. By-^continued. 
The Mischikf of Monica. Crown 

8vo.| as. 6d. 
The One Good Guest. Cr.Bvo.2s.6d, 
' Ploughed/ and other Stories. Crown 

8vo. , 6j. 
The Matchmaker. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 



Trollope (Anthony). 
The warden. Cr. 8vo., u. 6d, 
Barchester Towers. Cr. 8vo., u. 6d. 

VRUE (A) RELATION of the 
Travels and Perilous Adven- 
tures op Mathew Dudgeon, Gentle- 
man : Wherein is truly set down the 
Manner of his Taking, the Long Time 
of his Slavery in Algiers, and Means of 
his Delivery. Written by Himself, and 
now for the first time printed Cr. 8vo., $s. 

Walford (L. B.). 
Mr. Smith : a Part of his Life. Crown 

Bvo., 2j. 6d. 
The Baby's Gkandmotrer. Crown 

8vo., 2J. 6d. 
Cousins. Crown 8va sf. 6d. 
Troublesome Daughters. Ctown 

8vo. , 2j. 6d. 
Pauline. Crown 8va as, 6d. 
Dick Nbthbrby. Crown 8vo., af. 6d. 
The History of a Week. Crown 

8vo. 2J. 6d. 
A Stiff-necked Generation. Crown 

8vo. ax. 6d. 
Nan, and other Stories. Cr. 8vo. , as, 6d, 



WeBt(B. B). 
Half-Hours with the Miluon- 
AIRES : Showing how much harder it 
is to spend a million than to make it 
Cr. 8vo., 6*. 
A Financial Atonement. Cr. 8vo., 6s, 
Sir Simon Vanderpetter, and Mind- 
ing HIS Ancestors. Two Reforma- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 5*. 

Wesrman (S. J.). 
The House of the Wolf. Cr. 8vo., 

y. 6d. 
A Gentleman of France. Cr. 8vo., 6j. 
The Red Cockade. Cr. 8vo., 6t. 

Whisha^r.— A Boyar of the Ter- 
rible : a Romance of the Court of Ivan 
the Cruel, First Tzar of Russia. B^ FEED. 
Whishaw. With 13 lUustraUons by 
H. G. Massey, A.R.E. Cr. 8va, 6f. 



Popular Soienoe (Natural History, &o.). 



Butler.— Our Household Insects. 
An Account of the Insect-Pests found 
in Dwelling-Houses. By EDWARD A. 
Butler, B.A., B.Sc. (Lond.). With 
113 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 35. 6^/. 

Fumeaux (W.). 

Butterflies and Moths (British). 
With 12 coloured Plates and 341 
Illustrations in the Text. Crown 8vo., 
lar. 6d. 

The Outdoor World ; or, The Young 
CoUector's Handbook. With z8 
Plates, 16 of which are coloured, 
and 549 Illustrations in the Text. 
Crown 8vo., 71. 6d. 

Hartwig (Dr. George). 

The Sea and its Living Wonders. 
With za Plates and 903 Woodcats. 
8vo., js, net 

The Tropical World. With 8 Plates 
and 173 Woodcuts. 8va, 71. net 

The Polak World. With 3 Maps, 8 
Plates and 85 Woodcuts. 8va,7i.iiet 

The Subterranean World. M^th 
jMaptandSoWoodcu^. 8vo*t7i.i)ieK, 
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Hartwig (Dr. George)— rayf/imvA^ 
The Aerial World. With Map, 8 

Plates and 60 Woodcuts. 8vo. , js. net. 
Heroes of the Polar World. 19 

IJlustrations. Crown Svo., as. 
Wonders of the Tropical Forests. 

40 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , as. 
Workers under the Ground* 09 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., as. 
Marvels over our Heads. 99 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , as. 
Sea Monsters and Sea Birds. 

Illustrations. Crown Bvo., as, 6d. 
Denizens of the Deep. 117 Ilius- 

trations. Crown 8vo., as. 6d, 
Volcanoes and Earthquakes. 30 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., as. 6d. 
Wild Animals of the Tropics. 

66 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 31. 6d, 

Hayward.— Bird Notes. By the late 
Jane Mart Hatward. Edited bj 
Emma Hubbard. With Frontispiect 
and 15 Illustnuions bjr G. E. Lodge. 
Cr. 8va, 61; 

HelmholtSw^PopuLAR Lbcturii om 
Scientific Subjects. Bv Hermann 

▼ON HELMHOLTE. W\ti^0^^CM^ssQ6a. 
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Popular Scienoe (Natural History, &c.)« 



Hudson. — British Bikds. By W. 
H. Hudson. C.M.Z.a With a Chap- 
ter on Stnicture and Classification bjr 
Fkank £. Bbddard, F.R.S. With 17 
Plates (8 of which are Coloured), and 
over xoo Illustrations in the Text 
Crown 8vo., I2i. 6df. 

Proctor (Richard A.). 

Light Science for Leisure Hours. 
Familiar Essays on Scientific Subjects. 
3 vols. Crown Svo., 51. each. 

Rough Wats made Smooth. Fami- 
liar Essajfs 00 Scientific Subjects. 
Crown 8m, y. 6d, 

Pleasant Wats in Sokncb. 
Crown 8va, y. 6d, 

Nature Studies. ^ R. A. Proctor, 
Grant Allen. A. Wilson, T. 
Foster and £. Clodd. Crown 
8vo. , y. 6d, 

Leisure Readings. By R. A. Proc- 
tor, E. Clodd, A. Wilson, T. 
Foster, and A. C. Ranyard. Cr. 
8vo., y. (kL 

*J^ For Mr. Proctor's other books see 

Messrs. Longmans 6* Co'^s Catalogue of 
Scientific Works, 

Stanley.— A Familiar History of 
Birds. By E. Stanley, D.D., for- 
merly Bishop of Norwich. With Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., y, 6d, 

Wood (Rev. J. G.). 

Homes without Hands : a l")escrip- 
tion of the Habitation of Animals, 
classed according to the Principle of 
Construction. With 140 Illustrations. 
8vo. , 7J. net. 



Wood (Rev. J. G,)— continued. 

Insects at Home : a Popular Accouni 
of British Insects, their Structure, 
Habits and Transformations. With 
700 Illustrations. 8vo.. 7s. net. 

Insects Abroad : a Popular Account 
of Foreign Insects, their Structure, 
Habits and Transformations. With 
600 Illustrations. 8vo., js. net 

Bible Animals: a Description of 
every Living Creature mentioned m 
the Scriptures. With zia Illustra- 
tions. 8vo., 71. net. 

Pbtland Revisited. With 33 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., y, 6d. 

Out of Doors; a Selection of Origi- 
nal Articles on Practiod Natural 
History. With zi Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo., y, 6tL 

Strange Dwellings: a Description 
of the Habitations of .^limals, 
abridged from 'Homes without 
Hands'. With 60 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo., y. 6d, 

Bird Life of the Bible. 33 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., y, 60^ 

Wonderful Nests. 30 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo. , y. 6d, 

Homes under the Ground. 38 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 3^ . 6d. 

Wild Animals of the Bible. 29 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 

Domestic Animals of the Bible. 
23 Illustrations* Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

The Branch Builders. a8 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo. , v. 6d. 

Social Habitations and Parasitic 
Nests. 18 Illustrations. Crown 

8V0., 2S, 



Works of Reference. 



liOngmaziB' Gazetteer of the 
World. Edited by George G. Chis- 
holm, M.A., B.Sc., Fellow of the Royal 
Geographical and Statistical Societies. 
Imp. 8vo. £a as. doth, £a las, 6d. 
half-morocca 

Maunder (Samuel). 

Biographical Treasury. With Sup- 
plement broiig^ht down to 1889. By 
Rev. James Wood. Fcp. 8vo. , 6s. 

Treasury of Natural History : or, 
Popular Dictionary of 2^ology. With 
poo Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo. , 6^. 



Maunder (Bajouiel)— continued. 

Treasury of Geography, Physical, 
Historical. Descriptive, and PoliticaL 
With 7 Maps and 16 Plates. Fcp. 
8vo., 6f. 

The Treasury of Bible Know- 
ledge. By the Rev. J. Ayre, M.A. 
With 5 Maps, 15 Plates, and 300 
Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo., 6r. 

Historical Treasury: Outlines of 
Universal History, Separate Histories 
of all Nations. Fcp. 8vo. , 6; . 
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Works of Reference — eontinued. 



Mauiider's (Samuel)— r^w/mw^rf. 
Treasury op Knowledge and 
Library op Reference. Com- 
prising an English Dictionary and 
Grammar, Universal Gazeteer, Classi- 
cal Dictionary, Chronology, Law 
Dictionary, &c. Fcp. 8vo., dr. 

Scientific and Literary Treasury. 
Fcp. 8vo., 6f. 

The Treasury op Botany. Edited 
by J. Lindley, F.R.S., and T. 
Moore, F.L.S. With 274 Wood- 
cuts and ao Steel Plates, a vols. 
Fcp. 8vo., laj; 



Boget.-THESAURUS ofEnoushWords 
AND Phrases. Classified and Ar- 
ranged so as to Facilitate the Expression 
of Ideas and assist in Literary Composi- 
tion. By Peter Mark Rooet, M.D. 
F.R.S. Crown Svo., zor. 6tf. 



Willich.— Popular Tables for giving 
information for ascertaining the value oi 
Lifehold, Leasehold, and Church Pro- 
perty, the Public Fimds, &c. By 
Charles M. Willich. Edited by H. 
Bencb Jones. Crown 8vo.. loir. dd. 



Children's Books. 



Crake (Rev. A. D.). 
Edwy the Fair; or, the First Chro- 
nicle of ^scendune. Crown 8vo. , 2^.6^. 

Alfgarthe Dane: or, the Second Chro- 
nicle of iEscendune. Cr. 8vo. , aj. 6rf. 

The Rival Heirs: being the Third 
and Last Chronide of .£scendune. 
Crown 8vo., aj. dd. 

The House op Waldbrnb. A Tale 
of the Cloister and the Forest in the 
Days of the Barons' Wars. Crown 
8vo., 2J. dd, 

Brian Fitz-Count. A Story of Wal- 
lingford Castle and Dorchester Abbey. 
Crown 8vo., aj. dd 

Lang (Andrew). 

The Blue Fairy Book. With 138 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6x. 

The Red Fairy Book. With ioo 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6f. 

The Green Fairy Book. With loi 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo.t 6f. 

The Yellow Fairy Book. With 104 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., dr. 

The Blub Poetry Book. With 100 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6f. 

The Blub Poetry Book. School 
Edition, without Illustrations. Fcp. 
8vo., ax. 6<^ 

The True Story Book. With 66 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., ts. 



Ijang (Andrew)— <rM/t»utf</. 

The Red True Story Book. With 
100 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6x. 

The Animal Story Book. With 
67 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., dr. 

Meade (L. T.). 

Daddy's Boy. With Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., y. 6</. 

Deb and the Duchess. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d, 

The Beresford Prize. With Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., y. 6d, 

The House op Surprises. With Illu- 
strations. Crown 8vo., 3s, 6d, 

Molesworth. — Silvbrthorns. By 
Mrs. Molesworth. Wiih Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., 5/. 

Stevenson.— A Child's Garden of 
Verses. By Robert Louis Stevenson. 
Small fcp. 8vo., 5r. 

Upton (Florence K., and Bertha). 

The Adventures of Two Dutch 
Dolls and a ' Golliwogg '. Illu- 
strated by Florence K. Upton, 
with Words by Bertha Upton. 
With 31 Coloured Plates and numerous 
Illustrations in the Text. Oblong 410. , 
6s. 
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Children's BooiB-Hxmfifuied. 



Upton (Florbncb K., and Bbrtha)— 
conitHued, 

The Qoluwogg's Bictclb Club. 
Pictures by Florencf K. Upton. 
Words by Bertha Upton. With 
Coloured Plates and numerous Illus- 
trations in the Text. Oblong 4V0. 6s. 



Wordffworth.— Thb Snow Gardkn, 
and other Fairy Tales for Children. By 
EuzABBTH Wordsworth. With n- 
histrations by Trsvor Haddcp. 
Crown 9to,, $t. 



Lon^ans' Series of Books for GMrls. 

Crown 8vo., price as. 6d. each 



Atblier (Ths) Du Lts: or an Art 
Student in the Reign of Terror. 

Br thb same Author. 



Mademoiselle Mori. 
Th»t Child. 
Under a Cloud. 
The Fiddler of 
Lagan. 



A Child of the Rev^a- 

tion. 
Heater's Venture. 
In the Olden Time. 
The Younger Sister. 



Atherstone Priory. By L. N. Comtn. 

The Third Miss St. Quentin. By 
Mrs. Molesworth. 

The Palace in the Garden. By 
Mrs. Molesworth. Illustrated. 

The Story of a Spring Morning, &c. 
By Mrs. Molesworth. Illustrated. 

1 



Neighbours. By Mrs. Molesworth 

Very Young; and Quite Another 
Story. By Jean Ingelow. 

Can this be Love ? By Louis A. Parr. 

Keith Deramorb. By the Author of 
' Miss Molly '. 

Sidney. By Margaret Deland. 

An Arranged Marriage. By Doro- 
thea Gerard. 

Last Words to Girls on Life at 
School and After School. By 
Maria Grey. 



Stray Thoughts for Girls. By 
Lucy H. M. Soulsby. i6mo., 
IS, 6d. net 



The Silver LibraFy. 

Crown 8vo. y. 6d, each Volume. 



Arnold's (B2r Edwin) Beas and Lands. 

With 71 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Bagehofi (W.) Biographioal Studies. 

3^. 6d. 

Bagehot's(W.) Eoonomio Studies, y, 6d. 

Bagehofs (W.) Literary Studies. 3 

vols, y, 6d. each. 

Baker*s (Sir S. W.) Ei^t Tean In 
Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Baker's (Sir S. W.) Rifle and Hound in 
Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Baring-Gould's (Rev. S.)0aFiou8 Myths 
of the Middle JL^es. 5;. 6d. 

Baring-Gould's (Rev. S.) Origiii and 
Development of Religious Belief, s 

vols. $s. 6d. each. 



Beekep'8(Prof.)Gallu8: or.Roman Scenes 

in the Time of Augustus. Illus. 35.6^. 

Beeker's (Prot) Charieles: or, Illustra- 
tions of the Private Life of the Ancient 
Greeks. Illustrated. 3^. td. 

Bent's (J. T.) The Ruined Cities of Ma- 
shoanland: being a Record of Ex- 
cavation and Exploration in 1891. 
With 117 Illustrations. 3^. 6rf. 

Brassey's (Lady) A Voyage in the < Sun- 
beam '. With 66 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Butler's (Edward A.) Our Household 
Insects: an Account of the Insect- 
Pests found in Dwelling-Houses. 
With 7 Plates and 113 Illustrations in 
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The BilYer 



Cttodd*! (B.) Story pf OtmIIob : a Plain 
AcccNint of Evolution. With 77 Illns- 
trations. y. 6d. 

Oonybean (Ray. W. J.) and Howion'a 
(Vary Raw. J. B.) Lite and BpbOaa of 
WL PanL 46 lUustxations. 3r. 6d, 

DoatfaU'i(L.)B«iianAU;aNovel y.6d. 

Doyla'i (1. Conan) Mleah Glarka : a Tale 
of Monmouth's Rebellion. 10 lUus. 
31. 6d, 

Doyla'i (JL Conan) The Captain of tlia 
Polaitar, and oUier Tales. 3$. 6d, 

Doyla'i (!• Conan) The RaflB|aaa: A 
Tale of The HuguenotsL With 
35 Illustrations, ^r. 6d, 

Frouda'i (J. A.) The Hiitory of Bntf and, 

from the Fall of Wolsey to the Defeat 
of the Spanish Armada. la vols. 
3^. 6d. each. 

Froada'i(J. I.) Short Stndiaa on Araat 
SnliiJeeta. 4 vols. 3^. 6d. each. 

Frottde'i (J. !•) The Engliih in Ireland. 

3 vols. loj. 6d. 

Fronda'i (J. !•) The Spanlah Story of 
the Armada, and other Essays, y. 6d. 

Fronda'i (J. JL)Gaiar: a Sketch. y.6d, 

Fronde's (J. A.) Thomas Gariyla a 

History of his Life. 

1795-1835- a ^Is. 7J. 
1834-1881. a vols. 7s, 

Fronda'i (J. A.) Tha Two Chiafli of Dnn- 

boy ; an Irish Romance of the Last 
Century. 3*. 6d. 

Oleiri (R«T* 0* R*) Ufe of tha Doka of 
Wallln^n. With Portrait. 3;. 6d. 

Oraville'i (C. C F.) Journal of the 
Reigns of King George IV., King 
William lY^ and Queen Victoria. 

8 vols, 3;. 6d, each. 

Haggardi (H. R.) She: A History of 
Adventure. 32 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Allan Quatermaln. 
With 90 Illustrations. 3r. 6d. 

Haggard'i (H. R.) Colonel Qnaritoh, 
V. C. : a Tale of Country Life. 3*. 6d. 

Haggardi (H. R.) Olaopatrft. With 99 
Full-page Dhutrations. 31. 6d, 

Haggard'i (H. R.) Brio Brightoyea. 

With 51 Illustrations. 3;. 6d. 



Haggard'i (H. R«) Baatrloa. 3s, 6d, 

Haggard'i (H. R.) Allanl Wlft. With 
34 Illustrations, y. 6tL 

Haggard'i (H. R«) Tha Witch'i Head. 
With Illustrations, y. 6d, 

Haggard'i (H. R«) Mr. Maesonl Will. 

With Illustrations, y, 6d. 

Haggard's (H.R.) Dawn. With 16 Illus- 
trations, y, 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Hontaznma's Daugh- 
ter. With 35 Illustrations. 

Haggard's (H.R.)Hada tha Lily. Whit 
Illustrations by C. H. M. Kerr. y. 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) and Lang's (A.) Tha 
World's Desire. Witha7lllus. 3;. 6d. 

Harto's (Bret) In the Oarqulnei Woods, 
and other Stories, y. 6d, 

Halmholti's (Hermann Yon) Popular Lec- 
tures on Seiantiflo Snt^eets. With 68 
Woodcuts 3 vols. 3r. 6d. each. 

Homung*s (B. W.)Tlia Unbidden Guest. 
3*. 6rf. 

Hewitt's (W.) Visits to Remarkable 
Places. 80 Illustrations, y, 6d. 

Jefferies'(R.)Tlia Story of My Heart : My 

Autobiography. With Portrait y.6d. 

Jafferies* (R.) Field and Hedgerow. 

With Portrait y, 6d, 

Jefferies' (R.) Red Deer. 17 lUus. 3;. 6d. 

Jafferies' (R.) Wood Magio: a Fable. 
y, 6d, 

Jafferies' (R. The Tollers of the Field. 

With Portrait from the Bust in Salis- 
bury Cathedral. 3^. 6d, 

Knight'8(E.F.)TheCmlseofthe<Alerto*: 
a Search for Treasure on the Desert 
Island of Trinidad, a Maps and 33 
Illustrations. 3^. 6d» 

Knight's (B. F.) Wbara Three Empires 

Meet : a Naii.ative of Recent Travel in 
Kashmir, Western Tibet, etc. With 
a Map and 54 Illust. 3;. 6d 

Knight's (B. F.) The Falcon on the 
Baltle: A Coasting Voyage from Ham- 
mersmith to Copenhagen in a Three- 
Ton Yacht With Map and II Illustra- 
tions, y, 6tU 

LMiri(lL)ABgUB<lha)Mbaau <x^Vfiis»w 
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The SilYer JAhjmrj—continued, 



LMig*i <A.) Ottitom and Myth t Studies 
of Early Usage and Belief 3f. 6d, 

Luii*i (A.) Coek Lane Mid Oommoii- 
With a New Preface. 



Leei (J. A.) and ClutterbMin (W J.)BXU 
1887, JL Ramble In Britlih Clolawlila. 

With Maps and jr Illustrations, v* ^* 

Maeanlay's (Lord) Bssaya and Laji of 

Anelent Some. With Portrait and 
Illustrations, v* ^* 

Maolood's (H. D.) The Blementa of Bank- 

Hanhman*! (J. C) Hemoln of Sir Henrj 
HaYelook. y, 6d. 

Max MiiUer's (F.) India, what oan It 

teaoh OS? y. 6d. 

Max MtiUer*! (F.) IntrodootlOB to the 
Science of Religion, y, 6d. 

MeriYale*B (Dean) History of the Romans 
under the Empire. 8 vols. 3^. 6d. ea. 

MiU*s (J. 8.) Political Eoonomy. y, 6d. 

Miirs (J. 8.) System of Logie. y 6d. 

Milner*s((}eo.) Country Pleasures. y.6d. 

Nansen*s (F.) The First Crossing of 
Greenland. With Illustrations and 
a Map. y. 6d. 

PhilUpps-Wolley's (C.) Snap : a Legend 
of the Lone Mountain. With 13 
Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Proctor's (R. A.) The Orbs Around Us. 

Essays on the Moon and Planets, 
Meteors and Comets, the Sun and 
Coloured Pairs of Suns. y. 6d. 

Proctor's (R. A.) The Expanse of HeaYen. 

Essays on the Wonders of the Firma- 
ment, y, 6d. 



Proetor's (R. A.) Other Worlds than 
Ours, y, 6d. 

Proctor's (R. A.) Other Sans than 
Oars. y. 6d. 

Proetor's (R. A.) Rough Waye made 
Smooth, y, 6d, 

Proctor*! (R. A.) Pleasant Ways in 
Selenoe. y. 6d. 

Prootor*8 (R. A.) Myths and Marvels 
of Astronomy. 3J. 6d. 

Proetor's (B. A.) Nature Studies, y. 6d. 

Proetor's (R. A.), Clodd (Edward), ftc. 
Leliare Readings. With Illustra- 
tions. 

Roisettl's (Maria F.) A Shadow of Dante : 

an Essay towards studying Himself, 
his World and his Pilgrimage. 3;. 6d. 

Smith's (R. Bosworth) Carthage and the 
Carthaginians, y. 6d. 

Stanley's (Bishop) Familiar History of 
Birds. 160 Illustrations. 3;. 6d, 

StoYenson's (R. L.) The Strange Case of 
Dr. Jeliyll and Mr. Hyde ; with other 

Fables, y. 6d. 

Stevenson (Robert Lonls)aBd Osbonme's 
(Lloyd) The Wrong Box. 3;. 6d. 

Stevenson (Robt. Louis) and Stevenson's 
(Fanny van de Grift) More Hew Arabian 

Nights. — The Dynamiter. 3^. 6d. 

Wey man's (Stanley J.) The Hoose of 
the Wolf: a Romance, y. 6d. 

Wood's (Rev. J. O.) Petland Revisited. 

With 33 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Wood's (Rev. J. O.) Strange Dwellings. 

With 60 Illustrations. 3^. 6d, 

Wood's (Rev. J. O.) Out of Doors, xx 

Illustrations, y. 6d. 



Cookery, Domestio Management, &o. 



Acton.— Modern Cookery. By Eliza 
Acton. With 150 Woodcuts. Fcp. 
8vo., 4.r. 6d, 

Bull (Thomas, M.D.). 

Hints to Mothers on the Manage- 
ment OF THEIR Health during 
THE Period op Pregnancy. Fcp. 
8vo., IS. 6d. 

The Maternal Management of 
Children in Health and Disease. 
Fcp. 8vo., IS. 6d. 



De Sails (Mrs.). 

Cakes and Confections X la Mode. 
Fcp. 8vo., ij. 6d. 

Dogs: a Manual for Amateurs. Fcp. 
Svo., js. (xL 

Dressed Game and Poultry X la 
Mode. Fcp. Svo., is, 6d, 

Dressed Vegetables X la Mode. 
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Cookery, Domestio Management, SLc^continued. 



De Sails (Mrs.) — conHnued. 

Drinks X la Mode. Fcp. 8vo., is, 6tL 

Entries X la Mode. Fq>. 8va , rr. 6d. 

Floral Decorations. Fcp.8vo.,ij.6<^. 

Gardening X la Mode. Part I. 
Vegetables, u. 6d, ; Part II. Fruits, 
IS. bd. 

National Viands X la Mode. Fcp. 
8vo. , I J. 6d. 

New-laid Eggs: Hints for Amateur 
Poultxy Rearers. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d. 

Oysters X la Mode. Fcp. 8vo. , is. 6d» 

Puddings and Pastry X la Mode. 
Fcp. Svo. , I J. 6d. 

Savouries X LA Mode. Fcp.8va,u.6</. 

Soups and Dressed Fish X la Mode. 
Fcp. 8vo., IS. 6d. 

Sweets and Supper Dishes X la 
Mode. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d, 



T>e Balis {Mrs.)—anUiniud, 

Tempting Dishes for Small In- 
comes. Fcp. 8vo., IS. 6d. 

Wrinkles and Notions for Every 
Household. Cr. 8vo., u. 6d. 

Iiear. — Maigre Cookery. By H. L. 
Sidney Lear. 161110., &f- 

Poole.— Cookery for the Diabetic. 
By W. H. and Mrs. Poole. With 
Preface by Dr. Pavy. Fcp. Svo.. zs. 6d- 

Walker (Jane H.) 

A Handbook for Mothers: being 
Simple Hints to Women on the 
Management of their Health during 
Pregnancy and Confinement, together 
with Plain Directions as to the Care 
of Infants. Cr. 8vo., as. 6d. 

A Book for Every Woman. Part i. 
The Management of Children in 
Health and out of Health. Crowft 
8vo., as. 6d. 



Hisoellaneous and Critical Works. 



Allinghain.— Varieties in Prose. 
By William Allingham. 3 vols. Cr. 
Svo, iSs. (Vols. I and a, Rambles, by 
Patricius Walker. Vol. 3, Irish 
Sketches, etc.) 

Armstrong.— Essays and Sketches. 
By Edmund J.Armstrong. Fcp. Svo., sj. 

Bagehot.— Literary Studies. By 
Walter Bagehot. With Portrait. 
3 vols. Crown Svo., y, 6d. each. 

Baring-QoulcL— Curious Myths of 
THE Middle Ages. By Rev. S. 
Baring-Gould. Crown Svo. , v. 6d. 

Baynes. — Shakespeare Studies, and 
Other Essays. By the late Thomas 
Spencer Baynes, LL.B., LL.D. 
With a biographical Preface by Prof. 
Lewis Campbell. Crown Svo. , 7j. 6d. 

Boyd (A. K. H.) (* A.K.H.B.'). 
And see MISCELLANEOUS THEOLO- 
GICAL WORKS, p. 32. 

Autumn Holidays op a Country 
PA]iSON. Crown Svo. , $s. 6d. 



Boyd (A K. H.). CA.K.H.B.')- 

conHnued. 

i^MMONPLACE PHILOSOPHER. CrOwn 

8vo. , y. 6d. 

Critical EIssays of a Country 
Parson. Crown Svo. . 3;. 6d. 

East Coast Days and Memories. 

Crown Svo. , 3^. 6d. 

Landscapes. Churches and Mora- 
lities. Crown Svo. , y. 6d. 

Leisure Hours in Town. Crown 
Svo., 3*. td. 

I essonsofMiddleAge. Cr.8vo.,3j.6^ 

Our Little Life. Two Series. Cr. 
Svo. , y. 6d. each. 

OurHomblyCombdy: andTragedy. 
Crown Svo., y. 6d. 

» 

Recreations of a Country Par8o«l. 
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Butler (Samuel). 

Erewhon. Cr. 8vo., 51. 

The Fair Haven. A Work in Defence 
of the Miraculous Element in our 
Lord's Ministry. Cr. 8vo., 71. 6d, 

Life and Habit. An Essay alter a 
Completer View of Evolution. Or. 
8vo., 7s. 6d 

Evolution, Old and New. Cr. Svo., 
lor. 6d, 

Alps and Sanctuaries of Piedmont 
AND Canton TiaNO. Illustrated. 
Pott 4ta, TOS.6d. 

Luck, or Cunning, as the Main 
Means of Organic Modification ? 
Cr. 8vo., 71. 6d. 

Ex Voto. An Account of the Sacro 
Monte or New Jerusalem at VaraUo- 
Sesia. Crown 8vo., lOf. 6d, 

G'wilt.— An ENCTCLOPiBUiA of Archi- 
tecture. By Joseph Gwilt, F.S..^. 
Illustrated with more than iioo Engrav- 
ings on Wood. Revised (1888), with 
Alterations and Considerable Additions 
by Wyatt Papworth. 8vo., £^ I2J. 6d. 

Hamlin.— A Text-Book of the His- 
tory OF Architecture. By A. D. F. 
Hamlin, A.M., Adjunct- Professor of 
Architecture in the School of Mines, 
Columbia College. With 229 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svc, ys. 6d. 

HaTTveis. — Music and Morals. By the 
Rev. H. R. Haweis. With Portrait of 
the Author, and numerous Illustrations, 
Facsimiles, and Diagrams. Crown 8vo. , 
7J. 6d, 

Indian Ideals (No. i)— 

A A 

Narada Sutra : An Inquiry into Love 
(Bhakti-JijndsA). Translated from the 
Sanskrit, with an Independent Com- 
mentary, by E. T. Sturdy. Crown 
8vo.. '25. 6d. net 



Jefferies (Richard). 

Field and Hedgerow. With Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 

rHE Story of My Heart: With 
Portrait and New Pretace by C. J. 
LOA(;.MAN. Crown 8vo., y. 6d, 



Jefferies {RkhBrd)— continued. 

Red Deer. 17 lUustrations. Crown 
8vo., 3f. 6tL 

THE Toilers op the Field. With 
Portrait. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Wood Magic. With Frontispiece and 
Vignette by E. V. B. Cr. 8vo.. 3s. 6d. 

Thoughts from the Writings of 
Richard Jefferies. Selected by 
H . S. HOOLE Waylbn. i6mo. , y. 6d. 

Johnson.—- The Patentee's Manual: 
a Treatise on the Law and Practice of 
Letters Patent By J. & J. H. John- 
son, Patent Agents, &?. 8vo. , 10s. 6d, 

Iiang (Andrew). 

Letters to Dead Authors. Fcp. 
Sva, OS, 6d, net 

Letters on Literature. Fcp. 8vo., 
as. 6d, net 

Books and Bookmen. With 19 
Illustrations. Fcp. 8vo., sj. 6d. net 

Old Friends. Fcp. 8vo. , 2s. 6d. net 

Cock Lane and Common Sense. 
Crown 8vo. , 3J. 6d. 

Macfarren. — Lectures on Harmony. 
By Sir Geo. A. Macfarren. 8vo. , 12s. 

Max Miiller (F.). 

India : What can it Teach us ? Cr. 
8vo., y. 6d. 

Chips from a German Workshop. 

Vol. I., Recent Essays and Addresses. 
Cr. 8vo., 6s. 6d. net 

Vol. II.. Biographical Essays. Cr. 
8vo., 6s. 6d. net. 

Vol. III., Essays on Language and 
Literature. Cr. 8vo.. 6s. 6d. net. 

Vol IV., Essays on Mythology and 
Folk Lore. Crown 8vo. , 8j. 6c{. net. 

Milner. — Country Pleasures : tht? 
Chronicle of a Year chiefly in a Garden 
By George Milner. Cr. 8vo. . 3^. 6./. 
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Morris (Wiluam). 

Signs of Change. Seven Lectures 
delivered on various Occasions. Post 
8vo., 4r. 6d. 

Hopes and Fears for Art. Five 
Lectures delivered in Birmingham, 
London, &c., in 1878-1881. Crown 
Svo., 45. 6d, 



Orchard. — The Astronomy of 
• Milton's Paradise Lost '. By 
Thomas N. Orchard, M.D., Member 
of the British Astronomical Association. 
With 13 Illusu-ations. 3vo., \y. 



Poore.— Essays on Rural Hygiene. 
By George Vivian Poore, M.D., 
F.R.C.P. With 13 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo., 6s. 6d. 



Proctor. — Strength : How to get 
Strong and keep Strong, with Chapters 
on Rowing and Swimming, Fat, Age, 
and the Waist. By R. A. Proctor. 
With 9 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, as. 



Hiohardson.— National Health. 
A Review of tl^ Works of Sir Edwin 
ChadNvick, K.C.B. By Sir B. W. 
Richardson, M.D. Cr. Svo.. 4s, 6d, 

BoBsetti.— A Shadow of Dante : be- 
ing an Essay towards studying Himself, 
his World, and his Pilgrimage. By 
Maria Francesca Rossetti. Cr. 
8vo., 3J. 6d. 

SolovyofEl — A Modern Priestess of 

Isis (Madame Blavatsky). Abridged 
and Translated on Behalf of the Society 
for Psychical Research from the Russian 
of Vsevolod Sergyeevich Solovyff. 
By Walter Leaf, Litt. D. With 
Appendices. Crown Svo. , 6s. 

Stevens.— On the Stowage of Ships 
AND THEIR CARGOES. With Informa- 
tion re^irding Freights, Charter-Parties, 
&c. By Robert White Stevens, 
Associate Member of the Institute of 
Naval Architects. 8vo. 21s. 

West. — Wills, and How Not to 

Make Them. With a Selection of 

Leading Cases. By B. B. West. Fcp. 
Svo., 2J. 6d. 



HisoellaneouB Theological Works. 

\* For Church of England and Roman Catholic Works see Messrs. LonGxM ans & Co.'s 

Special Cataloqtus. 

Balfour. — The Foundations of Be- 
lief : being Notes Intooductory to the 
Study of Theology. By the Right Hon. 
Arthur J. Balfour , M. P. Svo. ,ias,6d. 

Bird (Robert). 
A Child's Religion. Crown 8va, as. 

Joseph the Dreamer. Cr. Sva, 5;. 

Jesus, The Carpenter op Nazareth. 
Crown Svo, 5J. 

To be had also in Two Parts, as, 6d, 
each. 

Part. I.— Galilee and the Lake of 
Gbnnbsaret. 

Part IL— Jerusalem and the Peraa. 



Boyd (A. K. H.). C A.K.H.B.'). 

Counsel and Comfort prom a City 
Pulpit. Crown Svo., 3.^. 6d. 

Sunday Afternoons in the Parish 
Church of a Scottish University 
City. Crown Svo., 3s. 6d. 

Changed Aspects of Unchanged 
Truths. Crown Svo. , y. 6d. 

Graver Thoughts of a Country 
Parson. Three Series. Crown Svo., 
y. 6d. each. 

Present Day Thoughts. Crown Svo. , 
y. 6d, 
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•To Hnr TBB D*T> timiwfa tte 
C3)riMkii Ywr : bdof ■ Ten orSorip. 
tm. Willi u OiWnd MeditBtiM ud 
ft SboR B e l e ed oa in Vtm to Bmy 
Day. Crown Src, 41. 6d. 

OCCAnOXAI. AND UlMBMOUU, lUn 

Ct. Sva, It. 6d. 

D* Ii» Baiuw^a^^ Uuruu. or 
THK Science of Rbuoiow. Bf Pn£ 
CHAimns Dt LA SAtntAiK, Cmwa 
8to.. im.6d. 

QibKnif Tbk Abbe dk LAXxnAH 
AND TKK Usual Catbouc Hotk- 
Murr IN FiANCi. By (1m Hon. W. 



Mkk Kttllar (P.). 

HmiiT Lxcmtn oh tbx Ouoih 
AMD QiowTB or Rklkhoh, u ilhis- 
tnuad bjr tbe lUUgfoDi of India. 
Cremn S*a, jt. M 

iMncHxrcTimf to thk Scmccx or 



h (u. u.]. 

BiBix Studiu. Pm L Tha ho- 
pbadei erf Balaam. 8*a, im &£ But 
ILlVBookcrfloaAh. ftnx.ioi.U 

CoimaMTAKx (m Tin Old Tbitamkmt: 
vilh a new Tniulalloa. VoL L 
Gcnads. Svc, iB(. Or adapted for tbe 
Genenl Rouler. laK VoL II. Exodna, 
15). Or adapted lor tbe General 
Reads. lai. VoL III. Leviticus, PbK 

I. 151^ Or adapted for the GoMral 
Reader. Bj. VoL IV. Lerilicm, F^irt 

II. iji. Or adapted for tbe General 
Reader. 81. 

H»odoiutld (Gbimgi. LL~D.]. ! 

UmpoKBN SuuOMs. Three Seriea. I g 

OowD Svo., 31. bd. each. [ 

ThcMibaclbsot OurLokd. Crown. 

Bvo. , 31. 6^. 

MftrtiueanUAuci, d.d.. lud.). 
HouBB or Thought oh Sacud | 
THDtoi: Sennons. aVoli. Crown 
8vo. 3t. id. each. 1 

EHDBAVOUKS AFTUt THK CHKISHAM i 

Lipx. EHaoomtaa. Or. Bm.. 71. 6d. 1 
thesratorauthorittikrelioioh. i 

Essays, Rxvibws, and Addresses. 4 ' 
Vols. Crown 8va, Ti. &£. each. I. I 
Personal; Palilical. (I. Ecclesiastical; 
Historical. IIL Thaologieal ; Philo- 
aopfalcaL IV. Academicd ; Rdigious. 
HoMK Praters, with Two Sorvicca te I 
Public Wonhip. Crown Ifta. 31- M. ^ 



ttaRorallMt J oMian. a.S*0L,3i.6£ 

NATUXAL RKLnHM. Tlw Qlflbrd 
Lectnrca, ddhwed betoe tbe Uni- 
TCcdw of 01a«ow in iWS. Cr. Bvo., 

PHmCAL RXLUUOH. Ibe C^Sbrd 
IiCetarM, ddhsed before the Uni- 
wnl» of Qlupnr hi iSga Cr. Bvo., 

Amthxomukucal Reucion. TbeGif- 
tari Laclnrea, delivered before the 
Ualmdtr of OlaaBaw In 1B91. Cr. 

THKMOPnr 0> PirCBOLOOICAL Rbli- 
OKm. Tbe GiBbrd Lectures, delivered 
befbretbeUnivcraiQolGUieow iniSgs. 
Cr. Bvo., iQi. M 

TBU* LBCTOBKS oh TBI Vbdanta 
PmuNOFHT, delivered at the Royal 
Inadtntion in Maidi, iBm. 8*0., 51. 

PUlUpa.— The TEACHING or THB Ve- 
da* What Ughl does it Throw on the 
Origin and Development of Religjon 7 



SUPERKArURAL RELIOION ; an 
Inqnlij into llieReaht]i<rf Divine Revela- 
tion. 3 vols. Byo. , 36j. 

RipiT (A) TO Da. LiGHTrooT'e Essays. 

By tbe Author of ' Supemalural Re- 
ligioD '. Bvo. . 6j. 
Tht GosPBL ACOOHDiHG TO St; Pbtkr: 
a Studv. By the Author of ' Supei- 
[latural Region '. Svo., 61. 



sal Natute; also PatoDjah's Voga 
_ dams.withCommentaries, Crown 
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